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Tux Auilvor of '^Don Carlos^' thinks it requishe to insert 
the dates of seven other Plays^ which have been handed about 
in 2\{SS. for reasons that may afterwards appear. 



MONTESMOS ............ 1813. 

LOKG Hl^DS AND S^OBT WiTS. . . 1815. 

Feudikald. 1816. 

RODOLF 1818. 

.VAI.ERIO. 1819. 

Sybu. 1819. 
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PREUMINARY OBSERVATIONS. 



Since this Tragedy has been printed, it has heca 
observed to me that a political inference, mnch 
agaiqst my intentions, might be drawn from some 
passages. It is then, perhaps, necessary to dedlar^ 
myself free from all feelings of party whi^tsocver* I ' 
love my country, but I love it only for its own sake, 
I should not have acted as either of the contending 
parties have done, consequently cannot attach my- 
self to either. I have no personal views to guide or 
prompt me on the one side, nor any intimate friends 
involved who could influence my opinions on the 
other. 

It should be remembered, that there is a great 
difference between England in the eighteenth, and 
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Spain ill the fifteenth century ; 'wheii the Inquisition 
reigned even over kings themselves, and men were 
burnt alive for their faith alone. Thank God! we 
have not a Philip 11. on the throne ; I m^iy go further, 
and say, thank God! Englishmen would no{ submit 
to the rule of such a tyrant : but as surely as we have 
not a Philip II. on the throne of England, it is^ 
unfortunately, as certain that we have not a Marquis 
Posa nigh that throne, or the tim6s would wear a 
less clouded aspect. 

The passage in Don Carlos" I have good reason 
to know the most applicable, and to lament it is so, 
is the following : 

* And Europe laughs to see her potent foe, 
Expii iBg by self-inflicted wounds.' 

SiHON SabBA. 



ERBATA. 

P^ge i5, line 3, read nice Jorneyr. 
Page 16, line 8, read tenor f^r tenor. 
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DON CARLOS, 

A TRAGEDY. 

TBANSLATED AJ»» ALTEBED FROM THE GERMAN 



SCHILLER, 



AND ADAPTED FOR THE ENGUSH STAGE, 



SIMON SABBA. 



' ' This age will not matare socb sentiments; 

I lire the being of an age to come : 

Do ye breathe quicker 7 ye who list to me ?" 
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PREFACE. 



I HAVE observed, with surprise, that since the French 
and English have condescended to translate, and 
adapt a production of Schiller's to their own stage, 
they should, as if by agreement, have selected 

Mary Stuart and I am at a loss to divine, what 
train of thought could have conducted the one and 
the other of these countries, on their transplanting 
a foreign production, not to have selected one whose 
perfections warranted its naturalization, and so high 
a mark of approbation in the eyes of their country- 
men. I cannot imagine how any man perusing the 
works of Schiller, should have arrested his attention 
upon ^*Mary Stuart," when so admirable a produc- 
tion as **Don Carlos " lay before him. 

Schiller is as difficult critically to understand as 
Shakespear, and demands equally a profound medi- 
tator, and deep researcher into the human heart, 
justly to appreciate his greatest beauties. Schiller's 
and Shakespear 's were the most gigantic of all mortal 
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intellects in the art which they professed ; the sight 
of a pigmy cannot reach the sublimity of their 
genius : what I advance is indeed so just, that in the 
Tragedy of Hamlet," which nine people out of 
ten do not rightly comprehend, even in England, 
apd none out of England, the most excellent par^ 
are either no\ understood, or pven considered as 
defects, because they are artful and daring violations 
of the common Tra^erfy march ; ajidpoor ^' Hamlet^" 
to a great part of his audience, is admired only for 
its outline and frame, while the beautiful minuti^ 
of the picture is unfelt and unperceived. Schiller 
is then as difficult to study as Shalespear, bec^pse 
there is something more in him than meets the eye 
and the ear ; somethipg which a reflecting mind can 
take delight to dwell upon, and a vivid imagination 
exalt into a thousand different sources of enjoyment. 
I will here render the memory of the German Poet 
the justice which is his due, and the greatest com- 
pliment a British lip can offer, which is to avow, ^at 
although Shakespear, in point of variety and mul- 
tiplicity of character and incident, has no equal, 
Shakespear never produced, on the whole, scenes so 
admirable as some to be found in the original of 
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^'Don Carios." Here are no trite, for«ial, aept^T 
ments — no long monologues on the one hand-^no 
tickUng of the ears, at the expence of force, breyityj 
and reason, on the other — x^o professional seW-lov?, 
no pedantic pompp^ty ; — the author a^^f;r fippeai;$ } 
ijt i$ ih^ curator pf om hearts wIjywJx xeFieJW^ its o^P^ 
works, and e^pojaes to i^s it? joQst- j ij^lnute ipitxy^, 
pleats; we start at tiis faithful picture of purfi;?^???^. 
The mostaubl|me>conc(^tiion39the, justestre^sqn^i^gi 
^he mosjt pejcs^yering scrutiny of thp pauBs^op/s, and 
eyw of the illusipnary and acqidesntal i^n^^ti(jns 
wWcb glanjce atjiwart the brain, all ajce hpre ddU- 
neated,: The pr(gin,al language i? dignified* gracefij, 
and full of oielpdy; reflective or enthusiastig as tbe 
sentipaejats it expresses. 

These are be?iuties which wilj ii^paorils^fi^e tl)^ 
German Poet; hi^ defects are perely: m^qhplpipal* 
which a modersi^te gpiw^, or no .g^nijus: at al}, ca^ 
eai^ily remedy; ^e elaborate tediousness 'of some 
of his conversations, the, length pf the whole piec^, 
and the transitions and inconsistencies in its me*- , 
chanism, W^re npt only tplerated, feut relished 
amongst the auditors of his d^y ^od his caunt^y, ^ 
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much as the defects of Shakespear were, at the 
period in which he wrote. * 

The diflSculty of doing justice to Don Garios,'* 
in a transition , will naturally occur to my readers; 
the translator must be fired and animated by a 
Spark of that genius which animated his sublime 
original. No man can really taste the beauties of 
Schiller, who does not feel the throbbing of his own 
heart, when he arrives at the Scene II, Act III. 

Do you breathe quicker ? you who list to me 

Who would believe that **Don Carlos " was pro- 
hibited in Germany? Patriotic pride, so justly aroused, 
taste for literature, every noble gratification is sacri* 
ficedto**Therustlingof a leaf..:"* Act III, Sceiiell. 
I must now, poor miserable author that I am, come 
down from my Parnassus, quit one of my titular 
gods, aiid ceaSe to speak of Schiller and ShakespeiElr, 
to entertain ye for a moment of myself. 

It is not my fault that Schiller s Don Carlos" 
was not laid before you in a shape more worthy of 
the original ; when I was in Germany, this play, with 
many others, (none of which were contemptible), 
was placed- in my hands; it was read to me, ex- 
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plained, and translated word for word ; I was 
charmed with it on the first perusal, and every 
reading since has added to my admiration. The 
two last acts of this play I found much inferior to 
the three former; and I was informed that they 
wete written long subsequent. I wished to see it 
represented, but was told that it was so long it could 
not be performed j but the truth was, that it wa& so 
strong it could not be performed; for, on pressing 
the point, I found there were authoritative political 
reasons which prevented its representation. 

Having procured all the English and French 
translations of *^ Don Carlos," I found them so 
inferior, by the manner in which they were ren- 
dered, and so many false readings, that I deteriiiined 
to bring with me to England the materials for 
making a perfect translation ; I engaged some 
German friends who understood English, and Eng- 
lish who understood German, to go over the play 
with me, and make a translation word for word, at 
the same time dissecting, and entering into the 
construction of every sentence. 

Furnished with these materials, I made application 
to the only person, I am acquainted with, qualified 
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for such a task, to go band ia hand with the 
admirable original, but he declined the undertaking. 
My good readers, therefpre, must not accuse me of 
indiscreet temerity, for endeavouring to give thiem 
some idea of the sense and melody of this play. I 
have fpund it necpssary to retrench one half, cpn- 
sequently to omit many beauties, tp leave out the 
under plot entirely, make m^ny cb^nges, some 
additions, and to compose an entif^j new catas- 
trophe; as Schiller had introduced a :shaip shoptiQg 
scene at theend, which must have a most ridiculous 
effect in representation. In jshort, I have adapted 
it for the English stage, where I hope judgment an4 
good taste will one day place it. The subject of this 
Tragedy has been often treated. In England, by 
Noeh^en, in 1798; by Otway, in 1676; by an 
anonymous writer, in 1795, besides Thomp$on'^ 
prose translation of it, in his German D^ama^^ ■ Jj^ 
France, it was produced, under a class^ garb, by 
M. Campiston, with the title of Androhic. In Italy, 
Alfieri has chastely treated this story, whiph he ha^ 
entitled Philip. In Spain, probably fro^ p;Qjiti^al 
reasons, it has never appeared. In the history of 
Don Carlos, there is a doubt as to the m^^per of his 
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death, as this catastrophe is so differently recorded; 
but it is pir^tty certain that he perished by poison in 
the InqnisitioB, by ord^i: of his father. We are, I 
belieye, indebted to Schiller entii^ely for the admi^r 
rahle eharac*^ of the Marquis Posa ; must he ncM: 
have written the geniiirte sentiments of his own 
heart ? I think no other source could fu^rnish this 
sublime^ exalted, ^nd singular portraiture, which we 
must admit more characteristic of German, than 
of Spanish enthusiawn* 

I will now point out the peculiar excellencies o^ 
this Tra;gedy, Jind wherein it excels all other com- 
positions of the kind in the admirable intricacies 
of character, and in the sublimity of its reasoning. 
Let me ask my readers, if there is one eharaci^ 
devoid of interest? if each separate figure in the 
picture is not highly finished ? and the miinutest 
mpvementsof the mind artfully pourtcayed in each,^ 
with their distinguishing forms and tints ? this^ 
combination of characters, Schiller has contrived 
to render his subservient scenes deeply interesting. 
How long did I beHeve, myself, that a dramatic piece 
must be cozisidered as a picture, in which you wash 
over all the subordinate parts, to give Ufe and pro- 
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minence to the principal objects; but, in stiid]^i»g 
Don Carlos," I percdre it is only a bad author 
who is obliged to deface one part of his wort,**to 
shew the beauty of the other. Schiller has proved^ 
as well as Shakespear, that the intermediate and ^ 
minor scenes may always have an interest of their 
own, which will, like the resolution of a chord iit 
music, prepare and work up the expectation and 
desire for the close. 

Is there one of the short scenes in " Don Carlos*,^ 
which is not full of matter ? and yet, is there one 
which does not add to the interest of the i^npor^nt^ 
parts ? Are there not scenes during which none of 
the leading characters appear, and yet so masterly 
constructed, that the attention is delighted in ad- 
miration of the present, and expectation of the 
future ? 

In short, I avow, in my humble judgment, that I 
consider the Don Carlos " I now offer to the public i 
(setting aside my own part, which is the versificaJtionJ^ 
as the most perfect theatrical piece, in its consliruoi^ 
tion^ I am acquainted with, since it Approaches the 
nearest to my idea of scenic perfection, which is, 
that every scene shall have a particular point and* 
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intierest of its own, and at the same time prepare 
for the point and interest of the act, and more 
distantly for the catastrophe: that every act shall 
follow the same course ; that almost every -speech 
shall have an independent point of some kind or 
other, simple, or complex — avowed, or concealed; 
and that every character shall have its own intrinsic 
value, and its value relative to the ; whole co^mbi- 

aajion. • ' : • . 

, The stage is no longer in its infancy: authors 
have not now to amuse childrdn^;».tl^ old Tragedy 
Tona Thumb style- 
When Kings and Queens in manner, voice, and features. 
Spoke, looked, and acted— unlike himian creatura''. 

When Tyrants and valiant Heroes, whining Virgins, 
Gods, Goddesses, Harlequins, and Confidents were 
continually passing in review — the former treading 
the stage on stilts, throwing back their cloaks from 
their shoulders and mouthing their words — Soar- 
ing up to Heaven! or dashing down to Hell!" — 
these good- old times are, and 6ught to be, out of 
mode, as Jhey are out of nature. 

Where mighty personages gifted with super-sub- 
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lime sentiments and passions form the sole interest 
of the play, we hare already a great collection, and" 
probably as well drawn as we ever «hall have them 
drawn again. But, after all, these are only masterly 
etchings, and will always in some measure resemble 
one another. Can a tyrant be any thing but a 
tyrant ? must he not always have the same specific 
qualifications, however different may be his position? 
He will be cruel, specious, and designing, or pom- 
pous, and overbearing. A valiant hero will pour 
forth the ^ame magnanimous and noble sentiments, 
a lover shed the same tears and utter the same corii- 
plaints ; — in short, similar directions might be given 
to authors formerely pourtraying the above outlines, 
which certain actors hare printed as a guide for the 
representing of particular characters, such as : — 

Monarchs — with long shanks^ long noses *, 
Village maids — short skirts^ and posies. 
Virgins — lovely, sad, and sighing ; 
Confidents — arch, bold, and lying. 
Lovers — handsome, brave, and Mrinning ; 
Wrinkled dames — asleep, or spinning, etc. etc. 

It is not then at this period, since there is nothing 
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new under the sunj that we can hope to imagine 
n^W characters 5 but it is the infinite degrees of 
gok)d and ill— the MW combiDation of virtues and 
tices — the variety of their tints, the traits of the 
characters, which will announce the genius ol an 
atithor. 

The stage id more fit for the representation and 
di^lay of character than of incident, and that man 
who has mdst profoundly studied the intricacies of 
the human heart, will now best interest hi& audience. 
All rules and all language which tend to balk the 
genius of the author, and confine his imagination 
by mere mechanical regulations, are like k clog 
affiled to a courser's leg, and will cause him eter- 
nally to boggle ^nd stumble in his race. The nearer 
we approach to nature on the stage, the nearer we 
effect its intention, which is the imitation of nature. 
The choice of the character is at the option of the 
author, but when an author has chosen to introduce 
a disagreeable or disgusting character, he destroys 
his own work if he does not render the character in 
representation, capable of awakening offence and 
disgust. So nothing is so revolting to the uhdef- 
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standing, as a squeamish or fastidious dramatic 
writer', or so disagreeable and devoid of common 
sense to the ear, a$ rhyming iaU^duced on the stage ; 
it has always the effect of a fine oratorio of Handel 
or Hay den, being accompanied from the first note 
to the last by the striking of a triangle, beat at re- 
gular intervals ; and so annoying is it to my ear, 
that the expectation and teflor of the rhyme dis- 
turbs my attentioti, and makes me disrelish the 
finest sentin^ent in the world. 

We^ must not however fall so hard upon otir 
neighbours, the French, for using rhyme ; the fact 
is, they are obliged to use either positive prose, or 
positive rhyme, because their language is insuscep- 
tible of melody, except through the means of the 
regular number of their syllables, and their pauses, 
at regular and restricted intervals. Their syllables 
are almost all of an equal length and value, con- 
sequently I believe it impossible for them to make 
blank verse, as so many other ancient and modern 
languages can do. This is fatal to their stage, and 
whatever may be the poetic talents of their GorneiUe, 
their Racine, and their Voltaire, etc. they never 
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can rise above mediocrity in scenic composition. 
Their plays will always remind us of the good old 
times. 

" For us, and for our tragedy, 
Here stooping to your clemency. 
We beg your hearing patiently." 

We, as dramatic authors, doubtless hare our 
many faults ; but we possess the instrument, and 
we may, by study and perseverance, arrive at per- 
fection. This is not the case with our neighbours, 
and their kings and queens will always remain 
formal sublime super-human sort of personages, 
who partake not of the general march towards 
civilization. 

But duly to keep melody and tirae^ 
Rage, roar and fret, laugh, sigh, and weep in rhyme. 
Or, changing into female melody, ' 
Rage, roar, and fume, and sigh and weep and die f 

o u «• ' u O u u u u u 

In never varying variety. 

So narrow are the bounds their rules and restric- 
tions have confined them to, that a tedious similarity 
of tone and sentiment will ever reign through all 

B 
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their pieces, and their kings and queens will differ 
just as much as a shepherd will tell you the feces of 
the sheep in his flock do — that is, they who are 
accustomed to study them eyery day may perceive 
the difference, but to every body else they will 
appear copies of each other. And what is the result 
of prudery on the stage? that the author has never 
^ entire command of his auditors ; he has tiever com- 
plete possession of their hearts. I do not mean to 
say that he may not elicit that Feu Follet, or -Jack- 
o'-Lanthom sort of fire, * which comes and goes and 
leaves no trace behind but that he never so com- 
pletely absorbs the attention and imagination of his 
hearers, as to make them forget that they are at a 
play. On the contrary, you will hear exclaimed, at 
a French theatre, in the midst of the most soul- 
rending scenes, *Quel beau vers!' This to me, as 
a dramatic author, were I present at the representa- 
tion of one of my pieces, would be the greatest 
insult which could be offered me, as I should have 
flattered myself to have used so much art in the 
concealment of art, that my audience should be, 
as my children, deluded by the phantoms I had 
raised, and quite insensible that an author had any 



Digitized by 



PREFACE. 



xix 



thing to do with the matter ; but at such a criticism 
as the above I should exclaim^ Is this all the 
progress I have made in your hearts !" 

The ignorant, I allow, may be easily deluded ; 
but to lead the higher order of your spectators into 
a complete illusion, is the real perfection of dramatic 
composition, and blank verse is the real perfection 
of dramatic Janguage, however Voltaire may have 
eulogised rhyme, which proceeded, I shrewdly sus- 
pect, from a clear knowledge of its demerits ; and 
having discovered that the French was unfit for 
blank yerse, he determined not to allow the standard 
of perfection to be pitched at a point which his own 
language could never attain. One thing is yery 
certain, that he either could not, or would not, un- 
derstand what blank verse really was, since that he 
has 80 called and written himself is as like it — as one 
of Shenstone's pastorals. 

I have seen many attempts made by the French to 
write blank verse, but hitherto without success ; I 
conceive the language wants melody sufficient to 
render their blank yerse agreeable to the ear ; there 
are no high or low notes— not the smallest crescendo 
—which is so necessary to the declamation of dra- 
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matic, and all other, poetry ; it is a shrill language, 
nasal and lirely ; but a false pronunciation they find 
necessary sometimes, even to produce melody in 
their Own verse. 

Je chante ce h^ros qui regna sur la France. 

Or why place the long quantity on the latter 
syllable of heros, which is not their prose pronun- 
ciation. 

When I hear a Frenchman declaim heroic verse, 
I never can divest my mind of an impression, similar 
to that I should feel, were I to hear Mozart's grand 
march in the Magic Flute, played on an anciait 
harpsichord. Although we have in English some 
teeth-breaking, whizzing, and hissing pronunciations, 
the general tone of the language is full and flowing, 
admits of much crescendo, and a continual variety 
of piano, forte, flats and sharps; which variety the 
French call singing : their own language is perfectly 
free from any thing indeed resembling music ; it is 
always pitched on one key and on one note, has no 
variety, excepting a sharp generally at a climax, 
which in a weak organ degenerates into a squeak. 
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The French dramatic, and all grand versj if imitated 
in English, produces a most ridiculoas effect, and is 
more calculated Jor the ludi9rou8 or travestie style 
of writing. 



O — O U »l — 



Je chante ce heros, qui regna sur la France 

uu — uo — u u — o o — 

£t par droit de conqu^te, et par droit de naissance. 

I sing of that hero who ruledst oyer France, 
By the right of conquest^ and of inheritance. 



I went out one morning through the country to roam, 

wO — U O — O U — M U — 

But got drunk on the way and so never went home. 



Ouiy Prince, )e languis/)e hriUe pour Theste, 
Je I'aime, non point tel que Font vu les enfers. 

Tes^ Prince, yes, I languish, I consume for Theseus, 
I We him, hut not such as in hell he appeared. 



But why grumble at the imperfections of our 
neighbours, when we, who have the first examples 
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of beautiful poetry before our eyes (Mttton and 
Shhfc^pear in times past^ Southey and others in 
times present), are such miserable ex^utlohefrs of 
our own language. Here I must, to save my reJiders 
the trouble of pointing it out, acknowledge my own 
style as being far from correct; since it has been 
solely formed by nature; which, and its defects, it is 
very difficult to get the better of, particplarly vhen 
the imagination is ardent, and the composition so 
quick as mine. I have written many theatrical pieces, 
but, as yet, have not considered one of them suffi- 
ciently perfect for publication ; but I am now com- 
pleting a series, which, if I have a prospect of success, 
I shall shortly hy bdfore my fellow countrymen. 

I must not omit to pay a tribute of admiration to 
Miss Joanna Baillie, as also to the elegant and refined 
taste of the author of * Fazio,' and the bold and 
energetic language of Mr. Sotheby, whosfe ' Ivan ' 
is a pledge of whattha^ gepws, may ^rriye at which 
cheated it. How is it that,, while w^ ar^ su^fjsited 
with trash at the theatres, these excellent authors 
should not have yielded reputation and emolument 
tp, th^^ Stsg^v grati[Ac^1*09tt ^wi4sejaft^lit:!;and 
instjfuc^ipn tQ the pyWic ? ; , . . , ; i : ; 
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I conclude by a few words to my favourite Bard 
of the Blue Mountains ; — 

Who; on his own green banks, in solitude, 
B J his soft murmuring lake^ wanders along ; 
And to his mountains, and his forests rude, 
Ghaunts in sweet melody his classic song ; 
Who makes our northern wilds a Paradise, 
Since spirits all sublime inhabit there : 
For at his m^gic call what phantoms rise, 
And in his voice what music floats the air ! 
So heayenly soothing, and so softly wild, ^ 
The peasant deems it more than mortal lay ; 
The grey old hermit, and the rustic child, 
With beating heart, and timid footsteps stray. 
To catch the notes, the zephyr wafts away. 

Oh ! should that Toice diyine instruction breathe. 
Might I not hope to echo thy sweet song ? 
Or, like the tendril round a laurel wreath. 
Cling, parasite^ its noble branch along ! 
Since what was man 'ere the Promethean fire 
Transfused soft animation through his frame ? 
And what am I — to touch the sacred lyre. 
If I implore thy guiding yoice in yain ? 

The Translator. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



Philip Kin^ of Spain. 

Don Carlos Infant of Spain. 

Marquis Posa. .... The Friend of Don Carlos. 

DuKB Alba Philip's Prime Minister. 

Count Lbrma A Grandee in attendance at 

Court. 

Domingo The King*s Confessor. 



Don Raimond Taxis. • • Post-Master General. 
Count Cordova. . . . Officer of the Guards. 
Grand Inquisitor. 



Elizabeth db Yalois. • . Queen of Spain. 
Princess Eboli. • • • ) 

Duchess of Olivarez. . . \Ladies of Honour to the Queens 
Marchioness of Mondec ar. j 

SCENB. — AtAranjuez. 
Officers of the Inquisition, etc. 
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ACT I. 

ScKNE I. — The Royal G^tden at Atanjn^^ 

Enter Don Carlos and Domingo. 

Bom. Our gay so}ouni at Aranjoez endb, 
And still thine Highness seems not more serene, t 

{Domingo scrutinitu the dowpcctU loak» of the Priwie.) 
Oh! pray thee break this moody silence » Prinoe, 
So enigmatical » and to thy royal father 
Ope tby tiM>«ght8. For can the King, 
Betlund^: thee, royal Carlos, can he gain 
Too dearly thy ^anquilllty ? . . his' only wd^ ^ 
Was not thy most insatiate wish fulfilled 
When in TokdiyV towD, I mark'd Aee, Carlos I 
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Proudly to receive the homage paid? 
Six kingdoms tendgr'd duty at thy feet. 
And in obedience, prostrate in their pride. 
Their royal potentates before thee lay. 
I mark'd the young proud blood rush to thy cheek, 
Which left a heart full big with great designs : 
I marked thine eye inebriate in delight; 
Each ferrid' glance confessed, my gallant Prince ! 
How well thou wast content. 
{Carlos has looked up^ but is fallen again into musing.) 
But how must we construe this silent grief? 
Aye, my dear Prince, and^ for these eight months past. 
It wakens much surprise amongst the court : 
Thy royal father many a sorrowing night 
Doth ponder on't. • • {Looks stedfastfy at Car.) Thy mother 
E'en laments it with her tears. 

Gab. {Emphatlcalfy.) Mother! 
Oh! Heayen grant I may forgive that man 
Who made her so I 

DoM. (Regarding him.) How, url do I hear right? 

{Eamestfy.) 

Gar. {Recovering himself^ and turning away.) 
I have been curst in each maternal tie ; 
Yes, Priest! for my first crime was matricide : 
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DoM. And is it possible, my noble Prince, 
Can accident oppress thy conscience thus? 

Gar. And this new mother he has given me. 
Hath she not robb'd me of my father's heart. 
Who valued me but us his only child? 
She hath enrich'd hini with a daughter's care ; 
Who knows what future gifts she may bestow? 

DoH. You jest, my Prince ; all Spain adores the Queen , 
Can you alone, then, view her >vilh disgust? 
Great, good, and beautiful I our virtuous Queen 
Once you deemed worthy to be sought your bride. 
Impossible, my Prince ! where all do love. 
That you alone should hate without a cause. 
Be cautious, sir^ nor let our gentle Queen 
Believe you love her not; 'twould woimd her deeply, 
Trust me but it would. {With feigned interest.) 

Gar. Thou think'st so. Priest ? 

Don. Dost thou recall to mind that tournament 
'Neath Saragossa's towers, {Draws near) where in the jousis 
Thine Highness with thy father broke a lance. 
And accident betray'd the King to harm ? 

{Loivers his voice, looking round.) 
The Queen was in ihe balcon 'midst her train. 
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When ihro' the crowd a fearful murmur ran. . . 

The King doth bleed!" was echoed all around; 

The Prince 1 ... the Prince !'* thy anxious mother cried, 

{Car, starts.) 
And would have flung her from the balcony ; 

No, 'tis the King!" the people loudly said; 

Then fetch the surgeon with all due dispatch/' 
Calmly she spoke, [Laying his hand on Carlos' arm) and 

seem'd to breathe again. 
But ihou art absent. Prince ! 

Car. {Looks up and smiles.) Not so, Domingo ; 
I do muse, to hear my sire's confessor 
Well and aptly stor'd in curious anecdote. 

{Fixes his eyes on Domingo with stem solemnity.) 
I've oft-times heard . . . aye. Priest, and I have faith. . . 
That spies effect more mischief in this world 
Than hate at point o' the assassin's sword. 
Domingo, knov^ thy pains had well been spar'd. 
If thou lack'st thanks ... go, hie thee to the King. 

DoM. Chase not the friend as the dissembler 
From thy heart 1 for, Prince, I play thee fair. 

Cab. Tell not my father so, f warn thee. Priest; 
Thoult lose the purple. 
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DoM. Nay, yoamockme. Sir! 

Gar. Hath he not pledgM the richest see in Spain? 

DoH. This raillery ill befits your state or noiine. 

Gar. Now Heairen forbid that I should dare to mock 
That dreadful man, whose powerful lips pronounce 
Mine honored father's benizon or curse. 

DoM. Ill not presume to dive into thy thoughts ; 
But bear in mind, my Prince, our sacred church 
Affords safe harbour to a stricken mind. 
And where the holy sacramental seal 
Is laid on deepest crime. Dost mark my words ? 

Gar. Aye, Priest, and scan them well. 

DoM. You still suspect . • . 

You do not knojfr my truth ! 

Gar. Thy truth I {Looking futfy on him.) 

DoM. I see you misconstrue my kind designs. 

Gar. Bight, perhaps; so heed no more of my concerns. 
I prithee leave me. • .Thou art an holy man, 
Wefiring an holy garb ; this the world knows ; 
But, to speak freely, I esteem thee. Priest, 
Too hardly prest by this world's business 
To be . of use to me. Tell this to the King, 
Who sent thee here. 
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Don. Sent me, my Prince ! 

Gar. So said 1. 

DoM. Patience doth befit me. Sir. . . 

Car. I would not try it. . . So, once more, good day ! 

{Eocit Domingo, aftqr a pause.) 
King ! royal father ! I can pity thee ! 
Thou needest pity eren as thy son : 
Already do I mark the madd'ning sting 
Of jealousy, infix its venomous poison 
In thine heart ; it chases peace, and goads thee on 
To search that dreadful secret from my breast. 
Which kbown, can only prove thy bitterest curse. 

What step sounds here 

Enter Marquis Posa. 

Car. {F lying to embrace him.) Good Heavenrmy Roderic! 

PosA. My Carlos I 

Car. It is, it is my friend 1 {Rapturomfy.y 

The dear companion of my boyish sports I 
My heart knows thine, which throbs against my breast; 
By this embrace its bleeding wounds are healed. 

PosA.^ Thy wounded heart I dear Carlos I and now healed ! 
Oh I what is in that heart which can be healed? 

Car. What brings thee here so unexpectedly, {rapidly) 
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And at this fa tetiil period of my life ? 

Most blest th' erent I . ; • to me, how full of joy. 

PosA. Thy glowing cheek burns with unnatdral heat; 
Thy lips, tho' scarlet, qiu?er with emotion. 
Tell me, my Carlos, what have I to dread 
From such unlqdked for, such unwonted signs? 
{C arloa looks down despondingfy; Posakemfy regards him, ) 
Art thou the braye young lion whom I seek? 
I come not, Carlos, as in boyish days. 
To mingle in the sport of thoughtless joy ; ' 
But delegate from. an heroic race; 
The Flemish provinces now call on thee, . ; 4 

And for their sake I weep upon thy neck. 
For that dear country's by oppression lost; 
If the ianatic Alba /..mark me. Prince { 
That minister of bigot. superstition. 
Ever approaches it with Spanish laws, 
Upon the grandson of the Emperor Charles 
Rest the last hopes of that unhappy land ; 
They perish, Carlos, if thy noble heart 
Refuse to feel for them. 

Car. {Gloomify.) They parish, then. 

PosA. This is not Carlos ! . . . not the man who stood 
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Alone in Europe ^midsl the general faQ, 

Who dared to dash indignant from hb lip 

The dratight which popery urg'd with sword and baii» 

And in the cause of aH-oppress'd mankind 

Dared face a bigot King I 

Car. Such Carlos was : 

You speak of things that were ... or I ha^e dreamed. 
Carlos ! whose blood would kindle at the name 
Of freedom . • . Roderick, 'twas a ^am 1 
A Tisionary golden age for Spain t 
A childish fancy, but divinely fair ! . 
Ah! Roderick, 'twas a dream 1 

PosA. {In anguish.) And but a dream ? 

Car. Let me weep burning tears upon thy neck ! 
Within the wide dominion where our flag 
Unfurls its noble bearings to the sun. 
There's not one place where wretched Garios 
May in safety shed his tears . . . save here ! 

{Falls &n Posa's brealst.) 
Upon thy breast 1 . . . save only here-1 

{Pdsa clasps him in great emotion,) 

PosA. To mark my Prince ... so wretched 1 . . . 

Car. {Impatiently interrupts him with earnestness.) 
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Then teH me, Roderick. . . taalch me from despair ! 
Is thy brave heart devoted to thy friend? . 
Am I still dear to tbee? 

PosA. Deareir than Kfe ! 

No other object, Carlos, of this world. 
Shall share vi^iih thee the interest of my heart. 

Car. That shall I prove. • . aye, trust me, Roderick! 
{Looks steadfastly and moumfuUy on ths Marquis. ) 
This dreadful secret. . . this consuming grief. • . ' 
It must. . . it must be told. 

^ {Carlos draws near Fasa; looks romtd») 

Car. In thy pale visage. . . shall I read my dMth ? 
|[f that indeed' were all. I had to fear . ^ . . 
Let horrcMc strike thee dumb. . • 01 no jceproaeh i 
I love I lovie the«.. Queenl... . 

PosA. O God!.^.. 

* [Posa starts back, covers his countenanoe.) 

Car. Thy virtue shrinks repugnant at my sight ; 
Then stru^e not to hide thy just disgust. 
Oh ! Fcan read all thoa would'st urge to me*. 
The son I to bear a mother guilty love I 
The*custom of the world . . . and nature's laws ! 
And Rome, and christian fiiith forbids the crime. ' 
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A iather s sacred righto • 4 . Great God 1 all this 1 1now, 
And yet I love I {In agony.) 

PosA. And have you told this pas^on to the Queen ? 

Gar. Disclose my loye?. • . to whom?. . . to Philip's mfe? 
The Queen of Spain? and this on Spanish ground ? 
My father's jealousy marks every look ; 
I live condemned to view this, heavenly work. 
To hear the dulcid music of her voice ! 
And yet be silent, Roderick ! . • . and yet live ! 
To view her in her beauty and be silent ! 

[Carlos 9 clhoaked by emotion, coneeaU his face inPosa's 
bosom.) 

PosA. This agony » too powerful, destroys thee. 

Car. Oh ! could I plead to her my poignant grief I 
One single moment .. . and alone with her. . . 
To know ... to see my anguish not unshared • • . 

PosA. 'Twould ease thy heart ...but then thy father. 
Prince 1 

Car*' Oh I why call up this dread remembrance ? ' 
Condemn me* . . conscience will upbraid with thee ; 
Aye, any thing, but name that horrid name I 

PosA. And do you hate your sire ? 

Car. I hate him not, 
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And yet to hear his very name appak me^ 

Is it my fault, if his severity 

Did blight the blossoms of my Glial love ? 

Six years elapsed ere I beheld my sire. 

And \¥hen I did, it was to see him sign 

Four warrants dooming punishment and death. 

With countenance and with a voice unmoved. 

'When next I met this unrelenting man. 

He chased me from him for some trivial fault. 

And then adjudged me sigoal chastisements 

The graft inserted in the tender bark 

Remains indelible to ripest age. 

What has since past i^. . . my nuptials broken off! . . . 

Elizabeth, from wretched policy. 

Transferred from mine. • . to Philip's loathed embrace! 

Oh !. Roderick I Roderick ! let me fly this spot I 

PosA* l)ear Prince, unburthen your poor heart to me. 

Gab. My nature, Roderick, trust me, is not ill; 
For I have oft times, when the cent'nel slept*, 
At midnight's lone and melancholy hour. 
Fallen on my knees, and with a contrite heart. 
Implored the grace, the gift of filial love. 

PosA. My God ! point out the way to save this man ! 
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Cab. Save mel aia^ too lalel 

PosA. Yet protntae me 

To act in nothing, save al mj advioe. 

Car. ah ! any thing yonr IViendship may requite; 
I cast myself most 'wJioUy on yoor breast. 

PosA* {After a moment's Tefiecti4mJ) 
Yes ! you shall aee her. . . you shall tell your grief. 

Cab. Propitious Heaven 1 what unexpected joy I 

M {In neipture,) 

But hush I . . • the gate unbars. {Looks out.) 

PosA. {Looking otH.) The Court approach ! 

Draw hack with me. . . we will consult awhile.' 

[Exeunt. 

~v " ' 

Scene IL-^Another part ofthe Goftdmi} a fou/n^ain pU^^ 

ingy and a bench. . 

Enter the Queen, Pbincess Eboli, Duchess OtiVABEz^ and 
Marchioness Mondecar. 

MoN. Your gracious Majesty courts solitude. 
Queen. The cheerful looks of Princess Efeoli 
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Agree not with tb» lortrow that I feel 

To leave these peaceful shades, dear Marchioness. 

Eboli. I shdil rejoice to see Madrid again. 

QvBBN. Here rural nature, earliest of my frieinds ! 
With yemal beauty, charms each wearied sense 2 
The fond remembrance of my childish days 
I here renew, and think myself in France ! 
Nay, Ladies, do Dot frowo^ for every heart. 
At least all virtuous love their native land. 

Eboli. Yet, my sweet Queen, how dull, how uniform ; 
I think myself in some lone convent's walls. 

QuBBN. I find me for more lonely in Madrid. 
But then for me, the gay and courtly knight. 
The fSte, the hall, and' gallant tournament. 
Have lost their charms s my youth is past away ! 
But, EboU, you have not yet replied to me 
If young Don Gomez diall receive your Hand? 

Eboli. Oh I gracious Queen, have pity on my youth, 
And let me not be sacrificed to him* 

Quuif . Be sacrificed ! . . . enou^ . . , I need no more ; 

{Sigke deeply^) 
For, Princess, may you never weep the fate 
To marry where your bosom cannot love. {Mournfully.) 
What reason prompts you to refuse his suit ? 
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Ebou. Formany...Oh! your gnick>«9 Majesty. 
Queen. One is enough ; that one, yon love him not. 

{Kindly toEbolL) 
{EboU (ciues the Queen's hand.) 

Enter Page — speaks to Ollvarez. 

Page. The Marquis Posa craves an audience. 

{Presents a paper.) 

Queen. The Marquis Posa ! 

Oli. {Beading the paper.) Just arrived from France, 
And brings your Highness letters from the Queen. 

Queen. Is it permitted?. . .may he not appear? 

Oli. In my commmds this individual case 
Is^ not provided for . . . your Majesty . . . {Hesitates.) 

Queen. If there be wrong, Til take it on myself. 

Oli. At least, your Majesty, let me withdraw. 

Queen. With pleasure. 

{Olivarez makes a formal reverence, and ea?tV.) 
{To the Page.) Let the Marquis enter here. {Exit Page.) 
{Aside,) He used to be the Prince's firmest friend, 
A man of haughty, virluouS characttir. 
The champion of suflering hnman kmd. 
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Enter Marquis Posa. 

Most welcome, ^ant Knight, to Spanish ground ! 
{Posa sinks on his knec^ kisses^ her hand, mdL presents the 
luters.) 

Posa. Which I hate never hailed, your Majesty, 
With so much joy and so much pridct as now. 

QuBfiN. The Marquis Posa, Ladies. • • welcome him. 

Who, at a splendid tournament at Rheims, 

Once with my royal father broke a lance, 
« 

* And bore my colours thrice with victory. 
He, foremost of his nation, taught my heart 
Ambition to become the Queen of Spain. 

[She sighs deeply^ and looks moumftdfy a€ Posa.) 
When at the Louvre, Sir Knight, we parted last. 
You thought not in Castile tQ be my guest. 

Posa. I little guessed that France would Ipse to uS 
The only prize we coveted from theip. 

Queen. Proiid Spaniard I dar'st ttibu say the only prize ? 
And this before a daughter of Valois I 

Posa. Forgive me if I dare, my gracious Queen, 
To say so much, now we may boast thee ours. 

QuBEN. You are returned from viewing many courts. 
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Determined, I am told, na^ to repose 
Within your own still walls ; as great a monarch 
In your fair domain, as Philip on his thrope. ' 
And there you may indulge freedom of thought, ^ v • 
Philosophise at ease on men and things. 
Find all, I fear, amiss. . • and quit &t last 
Your quiet solitude^ to mend the woiM. ' • • 
... I doubt if this Madrid will please you, Knight. 
{The Queen looks at the Uidies, evidentfy aimoyed ky tk^ 
presence.) ^ 
PosA. All seems at peace. 

Queen. Yes, Marqiiis, all seems so. {Sighs deeply.) 
PosA. Some persons are much altered in Madrid I 
QvxEif* I th^nk i see a hyacinth in bloo'm i 
I pray you, gentle Princess, pluck it me* - ' 

{ToEboK. PriricessrsSires.) 
Yes^ Marqiiis, I am truly much deceived, - 
If your arrival hither will not make 
One happier man, at lea^t, wHbln theae walb« '{Futiers.) 
PosA. I found one' truly wretched 1 » , . gracious Queen ! 

(in a low tone.) 
{S6oU returns tvitk the kgracintk.) 
QvpEif. 'This IS the heur I tnay wbraee my chHd; ' 
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Go, Princess, I request; th6e bring her hete, (Easii Ebblu) 
{Marquis makhs. a tfegn tPi Mondedar, wh0 imm^diauty 

PosA. Thim iiarah restraints are painfiil to my Queen, 
Whiph barbarbofl custom still preserves in Spam ; 
A virtuous heart will scorn iniligQantly 
The thraldom which alone should wait on ttee* 
Bot^ to revert to that unhappy 'raaa 1 
Who humbly craves, amidst the thirst of griefs 
One drAp of pity to assuiige Im Ivoe. 

QimsN. Alas! I must not., .dare nofe pity htm! 

: ' {Muohmffeetdd.) 
* PosA.. One firm reproof .one tear io his despair! 
His silence kilb him ^ . . Ah ! I fear the wer&t* {Looking out.) 

Queen. Whom dost thou seek? [In aviation.) ' 

PosA, That most unhappy man. 

Qu£$N« Ahl....aMianyoo.4^. 

PosA. {RespeotfullyJ) If he dare* 

Queen. {(h>eirwm»wiik^i^Bifi&^^ 
{Sinks on the seai. Carlos ruahes in,--^fdits at her feet. 
Posa retvres.) 

GAft. At length Ibi^ Uessed stioixienl is arrived. 
And wretched Gtflos here may breathe his grief. 
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Ohi it is time, full time, Elizabeth I 

To giYe fiill utterance t# despair. • . and die ! 

Queen. Forbear, rash Prince ! we are observed. 
My train ... the King. . . {Struggles to quit him.) 

Gab. Each faculty ccmcmtrated in fight. 
Doth fix me at thy feet, Elizabeth, 
As by the power of enchantment bound. 

Queen. Prince! Princcf! what phrenzy... Am I not thy 
Queen ? 

Gar. Thou art. . . and I must. die. (Despondingfy.) 
But, ah I one moment past in Paradise 
Is but too cheaply purchased with iny death. 

Queen. And I . • . ohi Garlos .... wilt thou too destroy ? 

Car. O neyer^ never !... Heaven I must I fly? {Rises.) 

Queen. Fly instantly ! 

Gar. ' What! lose this precious hour? 

Nay, Mother. . . Madam . . . how you sport with me ! 
One glance, one breath that issues from your lips, 
Gan raise me • • • or replunge me in despair. 
Oh! what is there Elizabeth can wish. 
That her devoted Garlos will not do? 

Queen. Then, Carlos^ fly before you are observed. 
Bethink you, should this meet your father's ear . . . 
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Gab. What! fly from danger? from a tynrnff rage? 

{Indigmmtlj.) 

And lose this mpment ! sought so eagerly. 
So long I . • • which never may return again. 

QuBEN. That, Garlos, be assured it never shall. (Ftrmfy.) 

Gar. Have I-not strove, with more than human force; 
To hide within my heart this fatal love ? 
But it is vain ... my strength, my courage gone, 

(Subdued.) 

All powerless, I yield me to my £ite. 

QuBBN. Gease, Prince! 'tis guilt, to even list to thee. 
Gar. Yes, thou wert mine I and in the sight of God, 

{Ferventfy.) 

And of the world,, wert promised tne ! 

The faithless world may smile at broken vows ; 

But God, EUzabetb, absolves thee not. 

And, Philip! Philip! my ovm &ther robbed me ! 

{In agonjr.) 

QvBEN. Garlos ! he is your father. 

Gar. And your husband. Queen. {Bitterly.) 

Bnt doth he feel how richly blest he is? 
Oh ! doth he value, as \ vi^uld have done, 
Such matchless worth as thine ? ; I could resign 



Digitized by 



A6 



DON CARLOS, 



The blessing I have loat» in lasing ibee. 

If I saw Philip prize thee as he should. 

But thus^ great God I to yiew my Heaven of bliss 

Entombed within a father's nervdess arms! 

There wilherisg» in the blo<»ing prime of youth, 

Hopeless and blasted ! . • 

QuE^N. [In great enMian.) Horrid retrospect I 

Cab. Thou art not Queen, saTe in the empty saund. 
If thou wert Queen, could Alba prosecute. 
With tyrant power, his crud lust of blood? 
Would wretched Fknders perish for her faith ? 
Thou art not Philip's wife I thou art not Queen. 
A wife possesses all h^ husband's heart: 
To whom does his belong? who thinks excuse 
Demanded from his crown, and his grey hairs. 
That in some moments of his tenderness ^ 
He yet should deign to love . . . Unhappy Queen I 

Queen. Who told thee, Carlos, that, as Philip's wife» 
My lot demanded thou should'st pity me? 
What if my heart, subdued by his respect 
And lawful lore, should V^ljue his regard? 

Car. 1 then, indeed, I beg your pardon. Queen. 

[Indignantfy, 
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I did not think yon loved. , . ^Iuidde-rs>) you loved thd 
King! {Sadfy.) • 
Queen. With pleasure I perform what duty wills. 
Cak. Then have yoii never loved ! 
QvEEK. I love no more. 

Gar. Because thy nuptial vow forbids it. Queen ? 

{Eagerfy.) 

Queen. Because my duty, Prince What tells thee 

thine? {Firmfy.) 
Gar. Elizabeth ! Elizabeth I . . ..{FnmtioeUfy.) 
Because your heart or naplial vow forbids ? 

Queen. Unhappy Carlos ! Cease to torture me i 
. Once did I deem thee noblest of thy race, 
And fortunate that realm wtiich thou shouldst rulet 
But art thou fit to guide the helm of power ? 
One furious gust of ptassion oversets 
That luckless bark which thou art doomed to steer. 
And those dependant on thy will are lost 
Oh I wrestle. Prince ; it is a worthy cause : 

{fFitk magnanimiij.) 

Wherever meet a Ibe'so ^rious 

As Carlos meets in Carlos ?. . . .Wrestle^ Prince i 

The struggle's worthy of thy royal blood : 
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So let great Charles' noble grandsoii rise 
Upon the altar of hU ruined hopes. 
Where every other mortal man had fallen. 

Cab. Too late .... Oh» God I ... too laie ! 

Queen. No, never, Prince I 

To prove legkimate title to thy throne. 
That high distinction Providence assigned 
ibid gave thee, Carlos, even at thy birth ; 
Exalting thee o*er millions of thy race ! 
Oh 1 let not man indignantly demand 
If in thy mother's womb thou didst deser?e 
To be so Sir exalted over them ? 
As thou art greatest, so thou should'st be best! 
Rouse thyself^ royal youth, and offer up 
This doting passion tO' thy country's good. 

Car. All sacrifice were light .... save only thee • • • . 

Queen. What other sacrifice hast thou to make ? 

Car. And sacrificed to whom, Elizabeth ? 
Great <3od 1 to one who only mocks my tears I 

Queen. Ah, Carlos I 'tis hoi love that goads thee on. 
But envious pride, to wound a mother's ears, . 
And stimulate the fury of thy soul. 
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Let thy dear coiiniPjr ha?e thy tenderest care : 
Eh'zabeth was the first to wake thy lore. 
Let Spain replace her itfeage in thy breast ; 
With joy! with glory I I admit her claims. 
And yield to nobler rights that heart J held. 
Ob ! Carlos, if thy heart were worthy mine.. 
First wouldsl thou prove thee so of my esteem. 

Cab. How great is yirtae .... here how beautiful ! 

Queen. Oh, Carlos! Carlos! these alone are words. . 

{Much affectie4.) 
Car. Thus in the presence of the mighty God, 

{Sinh on his fcnec) 
Who moves Elizabeth, and me subdues. 
I swear no more to urge my guilty love ; 
I promise silence .... but forgetfulness I . . . . 

Queen. I ask thee not. . . the pangs which memVy bring 

{Raising' hint,) 

Are shared with equal pain. 

Enter Posa. 

PosA. The King! the King! 

Queen. Heaven! 

Posa. Fly Inslanlly ! 

D 
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QuKEN. Suspicion in bis breiisl is sUf^lly roused. 

Ca|i. But fly.. ..I will not flj. 

Queen. Then, who will be thy mstim? 

PosA. Cruel Prince. 

Cab. Away! Away I 

{Carlos seizes the arm of Hie Marquis^ returns, falls at 
the Queen's feet.) 
Cab. What dare I say I take with me?.... have mercy... 
Queen! 

. QuBSif. My tender interest, Carlos., ..my esteem....thy 
mother's. 

Cab^ Interest. .and mother I. ..nothing, nothing, more ? 

{Seizes her hand.) 

Queen. These tears. •• .for wretched Flanders I 

{Much affected.) 

Cai. {Still retaining her hand.) You command ? 
Queen. I do. • . fly Prince. • • {In great emotion and terror.) 
Car. {Posa drags him away.) God's blessings on thy 
head ! 

{Exeunt Car. and Posa.) 
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Queen looh rmtnd for lier Ladies^ in distress Enter 
King Philip, Duke Alba^ and Count Lerma. The 
Queens Ladies enter hastify aftenvards. The King looks 
round angrily. 

King. Why art thou, Queeti, alone ? Why is it so? 
Without one Lady to attend thy steps ? 
QuBEN. My King I 

King, What strange impnidence. Madam, on thy part : 
Whose duly was it to attend the Queen ? 

{Looking at the f^dfes.) 

Queen/ I pray your Majesty be not incensed ; 
'Tis I alone have erred; the Marchioness 
Retired at my command. 

King. At thy command ? 

Queen. To call the nurse ; I wished to see my child. 

King. And therefore thy attendants were dismissed? 
That's strange » methiQks....darest thou, Elizabeth.... 

,{In anger. y 

Queen. Forget not. Sire, my royal dignity: " 
A crown, in truth unsought for, decks my brow. 
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And claims forbearance and respect from thee ; 

Thou dost forget that, daughter of a King, 

I may not suffer insult from a King I 

If virtue cannot a^c thy fretful soul; 

This right at least a monarch should allow. 

King. I^nee I have held the sceptered power of Spain, 

Sleep never blest my couch till I had scanned 

How faithful beat towards me my subject's hearts^ 

E'en in the farthest spot of my domains; 

And shall my throne engage more watchful care 

Thau thou Elizabeth. .my Queen.... my wife? 

My sword shall ever guarantee the first, 
' But for my wife these eyes, {To Duke Alba.) 

Duke Alba, can alone secure my wife. 

ALBAi The Queen, my Sire, can need no guarantee 

To prove her worth. 

King. In Christendom 

I know myself to be the richest King i 

The sun doth never set in my domains ; 
, But these domains another hath possessed. 

Another will possess, when I am gone. 

This, [taking the Queen's hand) this is mine alone, 
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Elizabedi is Philip's property^ 

And on this point I feel, yes Duke, and fear^ 

Like other men. 

QVEBN. What fear you. Sire ? 

King. Madam, aot these grey, hairs; 
If ever I knew fear. .that time is past. 

{Turns from her disdainpiUy and gloomtfy.)^ 

I count round me the grandees of my court. 
The first. Prince Carlos, is but wanting here : 
That boy begins to fr^t and chafe my age i 
For eight months past he hath avoided me : 
His blood is hot . . . why are his looks so cold ?. 
So fixed, $0 measured in his every act. 
So thrifty of his speech ? Be watchful^ Duke I 

Alba. I am so. Sire.. • .let Philip sleep in peace : 
Not firmer, does the watchful angel stand. 
Who guards, with flaming swords God's Paradise, 
Than faithful Alba over Philip's throne. 

LsiiiiA. Too highly do I venerate my King 
To judge with harshness of his royal son ; 
However hot may be the Prince's blood, 
His heart is virtuous, Sire. 
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King. I would it were : 

You speak to flatter fhe weak father's Ioto : 
Duke Alba is \he monarch's best support. 
No more of this . . . .Elizabeth, your hand. 

{King suilenfy leads out the Queen.) • 

E<teHnt, 
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ScBNB I.^ — The Audience Chamber m the Pulape. %M^i 
Philip seated an his throne; Lords around him* Pbingk 
Gablos and Dpkb Alba before the throne^ 

Cab. Duke Alba take precedence, for your Prince 
Would speak Ihe King upon his own behalf ; 
You speak for Spain. [Bows and retires.) 

RiiiG. The Prince may speak. 

The Duke may hold his place. 

Gab. How, haughty Duke, 

Must I require from thee, anti as a boon. 
My father's private ear ? 

King. He is my friend. 

Gab. May I esteem him mine ? 

KiKG. Esteem him such. 

I do not like those sons who shrewdly seek 
To find advisers farthest from the throne : 
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Youthful presumption, or malignant views. 
Prompt the research for discontented men. 

Cab. And can Duke Alba^ in his haughty pride, 
Submit to be the cause of such dispute 
Betwixt a sire and son? Hard-hearted man ! 
By Heaven I . I would not for a diadem 
Consent to play so odious a part. 

' JTmg Philip rises in anger. 

King. Withdraw Duke Alba, till I summon thee« 
Be short. Prince. . • to thy point. • .what brings thee here ? 
{Alba iWl^ I'O^ eoDeunt. Carlos casts himself, on' his 
kneps seizes his fathet^s, haif4») 

Car. Auspicious hour of uiiexiivipled joy I. 
Of joy long stranger to thi^ bJ^ediqg heart ! 
Dear Sire I I now press thine honoured bcapdn 
Too long withholden^rom thy wretched son ! {Rises*) 

King. Thou art not wont to play these }ugg|iiog tricks« 
Then, Infant, spare thyself this useless pain ; 
A poor deception, hateful to jpy sense. 
Disgraceful, and most derogate to thine ! 

Car. 'Twas not my father's honoured tongue that spake, 
And with such wounding words addressed his son ! 
There do I trace the wary courtier's craft. 
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And deep design, to stimulate fhj wrath. 

Belieye ibem not, oh Sire I believe not what that priest. 

Or creatures of the wily churchman say. 

Hot blood is all my guilt ...Turn not from lae I 

My crime is ardent and impetuous youth : 

If I have erred, it Was my judgment's fault. 

But sur^y not mine heart's. 

King. {fVUk frowning scrutiny.) Thine heart is pure, 
then ? 
Pure is ^ly demand 2 

Gab. Oh ! judge it by my suit ; 

Let the repulsive bar of etiquette 
Fall 'twixt a sire and son .. ..We are alone ; 
No form unnatural 'twixt our natural ties 
Shall set its seal. Then hear me graciously : 
A sweet antic^ation ihrills my heart ! . 
A beam to hope breaks from thy douded brow, 
As on my kqee I lift to thine mine eye» 
And crave a Other's sacred benison. 
{Carlos again easts himself on his knee before King Philip , 
who endeavours to rise angrily.) 

King. So close beset. . . let me depart. . . arise I 
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Gar. Thy blessing, sire I Thy blessing on thy son I 

{Kissing his hand.) 

King, Infant, this mummery is anmeei your toil. 
Let me depart ! this takes too serious air. 

Cab. Too serious ! Can the love then of a child 
Become too serious. Sire? {Much affected.) 

Ring. {Disdainfully.) What, Prince, in tears ^ 
Oh ! drop this false appearance of regret. 
Unworthy my esteem or my belief. 

Cab. Yet midst these tears, which interrupt my speech. 
Love gives me voice -to crave thy benison. 
My royal &ther I venerated King I 
Dear author of my being i bless thy son ! 

King. Out of my sight ! I loathe thy specious tears ; 
Hadst thou returned e'en vanquished from the field. 
And reached my throne by ignominious flighty 
My arms had outspread to receive thee. Prince ; 
But now I spurn thee> thus .... {Rising from his throne, 
and puuing Carlos away violently.) 
For busest guilt, weak, odious cowardice. 
Alone could cast thee grov'Hng at my feet ; 
And seeking to wash out thy dastard crimes 
By this unmanly grief. . . aye, look aghast ! 
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Who sioopg to supplicate for pardon Uius, 
Can likewise stoop to crime. 

Car. Ohl power suprema I 

By what strange errob in thy usual course. 
Hath this unnatural thing become a man ? 
The emblem of mortality is tears ! 
I see them not. Oh, Gad ! I see them not ! 
Nor other sign of berag; woman bom. 

King. And dost thou hope to shake my firm resolve, . 
My doubts, my anger, by this rhapsody P 
My worst surmises are too sirongly built. 

Gar. I must extinguish these suspSciol9b9> Hve, {Firmfyl) 
And ^ove thine heart to feel parental love: 
What sarage wretol^ bath rob)>ed ijiie of that love. 
And exiled me from a dear father's heart. 
And from the trust and fayour of my King? 
What can the guilefiil monk bestow on thee. 
To recompense thee for thiAe offspring's lose ? 
Or what Duke Alba offer thee to bless 
A childless life ... a lenely, sad old age ? 
What friend canst thou rely upon, my sire. 
When only purchased by thy coffer's gold ? 



Digitized by 



60 DON CARLOS, 

King. Wouldst seek io bbt ihe honour of, tfiosa men. 
Thy Other's well tried and most fiitthful friendt? 

Cab. I feel.. .1 know the powers of my mind I 
What Alba might to serve thee, Carios can* . • • 
Nay, more. 

King. ' Audacious J in what sense ? 

Car. What interest holds that realm in Alba's heart 
Which never can be his ? What, Sire, is thine ? 
Or aught. . . bethink thee. Sir. . • except his own ? 
But Carlos would have loved to serve his King, 
His father, and his Other's kbgdom his j 
To me it were ind^ a mournful pride 
To sit, like thee, 4n solitary pomp 
Upon that throne, all friendless . . . and alone ! 

King. I am alone. (MoumfuUy.) 

Car. You have been ! . . .Oh ! my sire, yet hate me not I 
And I will love you with a loyal love : 
Only, my father, hate your soto no more. {Tenderfy.) 
How infinitely sweet it is to feel ourselveis 
Supremely honoured by an honest heart ! 
To see our joys oripisop another's ohteki (AmfMUdJ) 
To know our sorrows grieve anothei*'s bHBast^ 
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Our woea anoU^r's eye becfew with tears ! 
How graciouSj hand in band, with a loved child 
Ofifc to retrace the rosy path of youths 
And, with him, dream again the dream of life t 
How glorious to the parent's heart to find. 
Unperishable and immortal youth. 
Rise in the growing virtues of hb race I 
To plant for haryest» what a son shall reap. 
And marking all beneficently ihrivey 
Anticipate his filial gratitude! 
Ah Sire I this lovely paradise on earth 
Your monks most prudently avoid to paipt to thee. 
King. My son 1 my son ! thou hast thyself^, alas I 

Broken this staff and comfort of my age ! 
Most cruelly thou shew*st that happiness. 
Which I from thee can never hope to know. 

Cab. Let the Almighty judge ! was't not thyself 
Who shut me out from thy parental breast. 
And from thy sceptre, even to this hour ?. - 
Say was it just the Prince and heir of Spain 
Should live 9 prisoner on Spanish ground. 
Where one day he shall reign ? 
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King. PriDte» Priace, im more ! 

Cab. How ofien have I struggled to conceal 
The crimson hue of shame upon my cheek. 
When from Ihe foreign States' ambassadors. 
Or public news and journals of the day, 
I learnt the acts of Aranjuez court. 

KiN6« Too hot the blood boils in thy youthful veiiis. 
Nor can I grant thee power" but to destroy. 

Car. True, lather, true, my blood doth hotly bum : 
'Tis three and twenty years since I drew breath. 
Yet nothing done for immortality ! 
I am awaken'd from this dastard's sloth • • . 
I feel myseliP a- Prince and Philip^s son ! 
Tbe throne to which I'm destined calls on me. 
To pay the debts acquired by idle youth ; 
The welfare of the lyorld demands my arm ! 
My fathers sound the thundering trump of fame. 
All that is noble in thy son replies. 
And sends me here a suppliant at thy feet. 

KufG. A further requisition I Speak. . .What more ? 

Cab. The insurrection in the lowlands, Sire^ 
Assumes, as I am told, a threatening air; 
The tebel party, stubborn and well trained. 
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Demand^a potent and judicious check : 
To quell this insurrection in the norlh, 
Duke Alha is to lead an armed force* 
Invested, at th^ hand* with sovereign power ! 
How fit, how honorable this employ. 
To usher Carlos in the lists of fame 1 
The Flemish love me, and I bum lo stake 
My blood for thee and their fidelity. 

King. Thou art a dreamer,, and thou arguest so. 
Know'st thou that this command requires a man*. 
And not a stripling's charge ? 

Cab. Yet, &ther* 

It requires but a man. . • that Alba never was. 

Ring. Rebellion can be only queUed by- chains^ 
And pity fosters treason. No, my son. 
Your heart is soft; they will despise your threats* 
But Alba will be feared. 

Cab. Grant me this post ! 

Upon the kindness of thy people's hearts 
I stake my best success : they love thy son ; 
His name proclaimed before thine armament* 
Would subjugatCi and bring them back to love. 
Where Alba's bloody executioners 
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Could but exterminate. Upon my knees, (JTneeff.} * 
Oh ! Sire, upon my knees ! I pray thee 
To entrust this post to me ! 

King. Aye, Carlos, 

And yield up my choicest troops 
To thy insatiate thirst for their command ? 
Present the dagger, with kicffutious hand. 
To my assassin's grasp ! 

Cablos^ {Rising prcm his knees in horror and astonish^ 

ment.) Oh, gracious God ! 

Is this then all the progress I have made 
To touch a father's unrelenting heart? {Covers his face for 
a moment, and then proceeds in a subdued voice*'^ 
Yet^ fashion your reply in milder terms: 
Oh ! do not drive me from thee with such words ; 
Not with this heavy heart . . . my prayer refused . . . 
With such denial. Sire, I would not go ... . 
I may not . . . cannot bear it like a man. 
Oh ! Father, hold ! ... it is a mortal blow 1 
And shakes the firm obedience of thy son. 
King. Obedience! 

Car. What have I said ? Half frantic with despair, 
I cannot bear indeed to be refused. 
To be suspected less • . . Hear me, my Sire I 
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Give Flandepf to my charge I I muet leave Spain : 

Here to remain, my Father » is to gasp 

Beneath the bloody headsman's uplift axe. 

If thou wouM'st save me» grant me Flanders' charge, 

And send me far from hence without delay* 

King. {Withixsmimed tranquillity.) 
A patient such as you are needeth care, 
Bei^eath a skiUiil, sage physician's eye. 
You must remain in Spain. {Carlos would speak.) Infant^ 

no more ; 
The Duke shall go to Flanders. 

Car. {Fiercdfy.) . Hah! indeed? 

King. What means that gesture? 

Gar. Is it. . .Father^ say.. . 

Is this decree irrevocably' said ? 

King. 'Tis, Prince . . . and from thy King. . 

[Exit Carlos in great emotion. 
{King walks up and down,* rings a hand-bell.) 

Enter Al6a. 

King. Be ready, on the notice of an hour. 
To proceed to Brqssels. 

Alba. All waits my King. 



Digitized by 



66 



DON CARLOS, 



King. Your ordelrs iki the c&likiet lie sealed. 
Present you to the Queen ^ and take your leave; 
Then to the Infant. 

Alba» Site> I marked the Prinee* 

This instant part 46 Ijmt ybiir Mafe^j^ 
Who doth seem disconpi^aedL Tke oeii^eratic^* * . 

King. Was of Duke Albav {ff^kh his eyes iHt Am.) Feal^ 
not. Minister* 
Alkho' I ^ee d»e Priace i$ thy friend. 

Alba. I may be proud to share my Monarck's fate. 

King. I knew not that my sttbj^eits shardA ^th me. 

{Umghttfy.) 
Without displeasure, Duke» I could ka^eheatd 
That Carlos hated all my ministera ; 
But I am mortified thus to ]t>&reeiTe 
That )ie despises tkem. No answer now ^ 
Thou liast pe«m$sieki iO a;^a$e the Prince. [Going.) 

Alba. A|y ^ge^ I am a >«oldi^r «nd a iiaiight. 

King. The Infant is thy Monarch's son . . . thy Prince. 

{Turning to Alba.) 
I will observe liim neal^er 46 my tdircoe^ 



\ 
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Scene II. — A Gallery lead^ng^o the Queens apart4Mmu 
Enter Carlos. 

Car. Refused ! and how refused ! Great God ! .... the 
Queen ! 

On her majestic influence alone 

I now must rest my last, my only hope. 

Inhuman &ther ! . . . Hah I be still my soul. 

Enter Alba. 

Alba. Permit me to return your Highness lbanks.v 
Car. Thanks I from Duke Alba J you mistake your man. 
Alba. No. 
Car. No 1 

Alba. Scarcely had your Highness left the Kuag^ 
.Ere he assigned me Flanders^ high command. 
What other inference am I to draw ? 

Car. That thou hast drawn, upon my soul is false* 
But go . . . and Heayen make thee merciful 1 

Alba. Hast thou commands, my Prince? 

Car. [Coldly.) How should I, Duke? 

Alba. And yet, -a short time past, Flanders enjoyed 
Your Highness's most p^irtial love. 
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Gab« Indeed I 

Alba. It feared to perish {Carlos starts.) if thou wast not 
there. 

Car. {Calmly.) But I am glad to find it is not so. 
Duke Alba is an ahle Creneral ; 
That even hate and entry must allow. 
Duke Alba shares his Monarches sentiments. 
And so thou see'st the King esteemeth thee. 
I am too young. . • perhaps Philip judges well. 
And now, good day . . . thou doubtlessly will prove 
That thou art worthy of our confidence. 

Alba. But is that possible? 

Gar. I understand....^ 

But have not time for such discussion^ Duke. 

Alba. We do not understand each other, Prince* 

Car. Explain then ; what meanest thou ? 

Alba. I mean to state 

The yalue of this arm. Your father knows, 
'Tis easier to beget a monarch. Prince, 
Than gain a monarchy. Kings often sleep 
Upon the bed gained by our victories. 
The jewels only deck the diadem; 
The wounds appear not that obtained it* 
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This sword prescribed your laws to foreign lands. 
And foremost blazed in our religion's cause. 

Gar, Tbou art a potent man, that I allow ; 
But born some •centuries before your time : 
Methinks an Alba should but have appeared^ 
When general dissolution was at hand* 
I hear you take with you^ already signed. 
Three sentences of death. Blood is your symbol, Duke ; 
It marks your life . . . and Philip's government. 

Alba. Thy father. 

Gar*. Yes ! I have mistaken him ; 

I wrongly taxed him with severity. 
When he refused to grant m6 this employ: 
Great God I such post an Alba only suits. 

Alba. Prince I these expressions merit. 

Car. What? 

Alba. Thy royal blood alone protects thee. Sir ! 

Gab. This calls for satisfaction. .... 

Alba. Against whom ? 

Gab. Draw, or, by Heaven ! this moment is thy last ! 
(TAey fight. Enter Queen from a door in the flat.) 

Queen. Swords! {TothePrince,inacofnmandtngiane). 
Garlosi. 
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{Carlos drof^ hU swords, remaim a tifmn^t matumk^'» 
then hasiem to Alb^ md^preuM^ his hand^) 

Car. Be leeonciled, yoiirGraee. . • be all forgot. 

{Carlos falls at the Queens feet. She waves her hund, 
and returns to her apartment, Carlos rushes out* 
Duke, who has been an amazed spectator of the whole, 
tyreqks silence J) 

Alba. ByQettvea! but tbi8> is strange. 

^wfer 'Domingo. 

Don. I surely erred ; I ^x^A, thfe» T^xjk^t 4oQe, 
Yet I believed I beard the cbisb pf swords. 

Alba. Thou did'st. ... »^ By Hef^ea^ but this i$ ^trangp ! 

DoH. You seen entrioiced. 

Alba. I am . . . was never more. 

And yet, ».vd)dt light does flafb across my mwd ! 
The Prince ... the Queeu ... 

DoM. {Eagsrly^] I pray you, Duke, proceeds 

Alsa. The Prijxce insulted o^e f we drew fworda, 
The Qu^» wUhiu you cliamber,* (leAxd the noia^ 
And came most suddjeoly betwqea our blades: 
Upon the Prince she rivetted her eye ; 
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That look ! . . . Hwto hilemt . . « 'tsm awlbofciiy ! 
A momeiitary glance . < • bul «f mch pQi¥^r> 
That Carlos instanjij bis we«poa ah^atbif d . , . 
Presented me his hand ... fell nt Jier fe^.. . , 
Again she glanced oa him ..... t^ey disappauredl 
Doy. (who has iistfined with broa^hlm atterktim to 

Why, this is strange . . . bill stiU to me Ims strsunga : 

I long have had suspicions of such sort^ 

I'd not reveal to any liYvng man , . . 

For it is diflSoult lo read our firiends. 

'Tis my vocation » Alba^ a§ a Pv'iest, 

To prbmote peace^^. , , not hbw up «oa»itieft; * 

But duty may Q0«in]^{u»d tjiiat thou sb^nldst , 

What in a chufiokm«^l mmild lie oidpahle^ 

Th^ KiAg^ Duke Alba, should be told of this. 

Alba. What I have seen can scaroely £Mind surmi$f . 

J)qv» What I do kiUKw. • • I diErre not to make kfiQ:^. 
To render eertain sorvteos to K.uig», 
Without most pubUe pvoo6, h dangerous. . . 
'Tis pity we do live in Spam ! 

Alba. Why so ? 
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DoM. Because in other countries gallantry 
Is not confined within such rigid laws. 
To Queens, in Spain> 'tis difficult to sin ; 
Particularly, Duke, in such respect 
As would best suit the purpose of detection. 

Alba. 'Tis as you say. You know I hate the Prince, 
But ne'er till now believed him dangerous. 
Yet, lived the man whom I could ever fear, 
Carlos is he, 

Don. Now, Duke, you touch a string 

Alba. The King this morning said some words to me . . , 
You know me not the man to pale at words, 
Yet here I comprehended much to dread 2 
'Twixt me and Carlos doth he waver. Priest. 

What sayest thou shouldst thou find them. . • reconciled p 

{DonUngo starts*) 

Don. A reconciliation ! . . . Heaven forbid ! j 

Alba. He said, the Iniant should be nigh the throne. 

DoM. What is our state ? shall we be thus destroyed ? 
You know the Infant, Duke> doth hate us both. 

Alba. I could forgive his hate ... but his contempt ! 

PpM. He has a meaq opinion of the church ... 
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Alba. I fear he holds the church too high, and knows 
How useful to our ends it may be made. * 

Don. His ardent heart seeks no support in faith ; 
(Vice bringeth millions to increase our store.) 
He looks on human nature to have rights 
Apart and independent of the church ! , 
Js't fitting such a man should be our King ? 

Alba. But who dare tell this to his Majesty? 

Dov. It must be dared . . . nay, I will take that charge ! 
On thee I place my trust. . . then come my proofs. . . 
The Queen 9 I know, hath letters from the Prince ; 
A young man's hand is opon as his heart, 
And both oft seem more ardent than they are. 
The picture of the Prince with those she keeps, 
In a light casket in her cabinet. 
Which my vocation oft times opes to me. 
I go. • . each minute becomes precious, Duke. 

Alba, Domingo, I revere thee from this hour. 

{Exit Domingo.) 

In desperate undertakings move a priest^ 
None are so prompt and subtle in design. 

{Exit Duke Alba.) 
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ACT III. 



Scene I. — King's Bedchamber. The King discovered 
drest, sitting in profound thought beside a tabte, with 
letters and candles before him. 

King. Yes, . . she W9s always^ of roi^^aQlic tum, 
I ne'er could feel for her a yfWB^ regiurd* 
Yet never did.sbe chid^ \m with f^juro^b. . ^ - 
Then it is evident that she ifr .&l$e, 

{Put$ down a (Mer , • . rifes.) 
Where am I?. . . No one waking hut the Kmg ^ 
Kings find no time to fill up sleepless nighls ; 
I am awake. • . it therefore Bball be dayl 

{Rings a bell on the table.) 

Enter Count Lerma. 

Ler. Your Majesty is not quite well I fear; 
Your eyes are much inflamed with want of sleep. 
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King. Oh! tear tb^ seorpkm from my pillow. Count, 

{Fiolentfy:) 

I eanaot, nor e'er will I close my eyes. 
KiDgs while Ihey steep may lose their diadem ! 
And sleeping hu&bands lose their partners' love. 
Ler. My gracious Monarch ! 
King. Monarch! King! and Liege! 

{With impatience,) 
Are these high epithebs all thou canst say? 
I struck upon a rock because I thirst, 
I must have drink to cool my fever's heat 1 iolmtfy.) 
' Ler* What wouldst thou ? speak, I pray thee, dearest 
Siriel 

KlNiL 1 would ! ... oh nothing * . . thou may'st leave me, 
Cdob* ... 

Tbou art a Heither? and a married man ? 
Ler. I am, my King. 

King. Fool! madman! how is this? 

What married I aiid dare ventrnre from thy hed ? 
Go home ! go home ! thy head is silvered o'er. 

I {Laughing havridfy.) 
Canst thou ptace coofideoce in womankind ? 



Digitized by 



76 



DON CABLOS, 



Yet go not . . . haply thou may'st find thy wife 
Clasp'd in thy son's incestuous embrace. 

{Lerma looks aghast.) 
Why start ? . . . why look surprised ? • . . Bearest thou in mind. 
Suspicion of thy Queen were treascm. Count ? 

Ler. And treason which I never shall commit. 
The best of Queens ! 

King. Thou call'st her best of Queens ! 

I see she hath firm friends about my throne ; 
i thought not she were rich enough for this. 
Go Count. . . and send Duke Alba to my room. 

{Eodt lATtna.) 
Yet 'twas well said . . . she doth appear the best> 
The fairest, the most virtuous of Queens I (Tenderfy.) 
Who'd think she play'd the strumpet to my son ? 

{With indignation.) 

Enter Alba. 

Then, Duke, I find I have no longer friends I 
Alba. My King I 

King. All knew my danger, none averted me. 
Alba. Can any thing have threatened Philip's peace. 
Which hath escaped the watchful Alba's eye ? 
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King. Know'st thou this hand ? 

(Shewing him the cover of a Utter,) 

Alba. It is the Infant's, Sire. 

King. Hast no suspicions of the subject^ Duke? 
You warned me true 'gainst his ambitious views ; 
Was his ambition all I had to dread ? 

Alba. Ambition ^ Sire, hath universal aims. 

King. Thou hast then nothing to impart to me ? 

Alba. Your Majesty entrusted me your crown. 
Which I have watched with strictest vigilance, 
And on the-slightest warrant for alarm 
I have made known to thee my cause of fear. 
What I may think on other subjects. Sire, 
Belongetb to myself. . . and me alone ! 
A slave may hide even from Kings his thou^ts. 

King. Read this. 

{Giving him one of the letters from the table,) 

Alba. Good Heaven I who was mad enough 

To place these fatal papers in your hands ? 

King. The matter, then, betrays the writer, Duke? 
The hand you see is purposely disguised. 

Alba. I am too hasty, Sire. {Seemingly confused,) 
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King. Tbou kvow'st the nuin? 

{Duke looks down.) 
So clear, so public is the circuBwtanoe, 
That it was understood without « innt ; 
And all around my throne are traitars 4oo ! 

Alba. Most gracious King, Jb^Md me at thy feet, 

{Knsifls.) 

And most ashamed of Hasii base petkry 
Which hitherto has ^olly bound my tott^ue^ 
While duty, Sart^ rcobutiasde4 me io s)mk. 
I feared the exculpation ctf a son . . . 
The tears and b^disbments of tby fair Queen . w« 
King. Arise ... I protnke thee, thirt shall net ife* 

Then speak, teU etery diimaing oiremistiffi^B ; 
Men sometimes love to irritate their pangs-. 

A^A. Y«»r JVfajeftty ^1 please to rectrilet^. 
That in the g«rdttn m siafpnsed the Quecm ... 

King. Alone !• .. 

Alra. Yes, Sitte> hui CaHos had fceeti th^^ 

King. {VioUmfy.) Great CmA i my worst anipkdotis are 
smrpaiied. . 
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The want(m iiiade me blush beibfci my Court ! 
Her look of dignity awed me, by Heaven ! 

Alba. My Liege^ this does not absolutely jnwve . . . 

King. Nor this . . . nor this . . . nor this . . . 

{ThmiUhg hmrB imto Amd.) 
Oh ! il is eleat'er thaii the light of day. 
Th' -incestuous intercourse, in truth, fcegtih 
From the first hont' fliat she was trowned my Queen. 

Alba. And yet, your Majesty, make some ^xcnsie ; 
The Prince, to gain a mother. . . lost a bride; 
The Queen her lover lost ... to gain a crovm ! 

King. {Scowling.) Thou makest indeed most sage 'dis- 
tinctions, Duke! 
Depart . . . and send Domingo here to twe. [Exit Alba. 
What novel tortures tan the cliurch invent? 
None! none, O(jrod! to eqaal those ! feel. 

Enter Domingo. 

Priest I extricate me from this labyrinth ! 

Oh ! let me know the extent of all my wrongs : 

'Tis thou hast given'me the fell disease ; 

Canst thou not also find the antidote? 

What punishment devise ? ... or how revenge ? , . . 
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DoM. My sacred calling bids me counsel peace ; 
And, my dear Liege, for thy own sake alone, 
I would ad?ise thee to rest satisfied, ^ 
Nor further seek to make discoveries^. 
Which may but add to thy unhappiness* 
What thou dost know . . 4 thou may'st forgive, my Liege ; 
What thou may'st know ... 

{Fioces his eyes keenly on the King.) 
Let the King say so . . . and the Queen is pure/ 
The Monarch's will all virtues can bestow. 
As well as honours .... Thus the public voice . v . . . 

King. What ! is her conduct then the public theme ? 

DoH. Infernal and malicious falsehoods, Sire^ 
Which those wlfo know the Queen will ne'er believe. 

King. Priest! there is something lurking still behmd ; 
Withhold it not. . • Your dark ill-boding looks 
Speak quicker than your over-wary tongue. 
Oh ! let me not thus linger on the rack . . * 
What say my subjects ? 

Don. That I swear is false* 

The Monarch should not hear these bold reports : 
Fools ever will exaggerate the wor*t. 
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King. Excruciating torture ! ... to the point. . . 
Must I thus beg the poison from thy hand? {Bitterfy.) 

DoM. Your subjects recollect, my gracious Liege, 
The month in which your Majesty lay sick. 
So sick, we deemed you at the point of death; 
Just thirty weeks from which ... just thirty weeks. 
The birth of the young Princess was announced. 

{With great emphasis.) 

{The King rises in the utmost agitation; rings violently 
Domingo^ much astonished,, draws back.) 

Enter Dukb Alba., alarmed. 

King. {To Alba, with great emotion.) You are a man 

Protect me from this Priest ! 
DoM. I am surprised, ray gracious Majesty .... 
Alba. Compose yourself. . . 
King. A bastard! didst thou say ? 

I scarcely left the palsying ted of death, 
When she became a mother. {To the Duke.) Mark'st thou 
that? 

DoM. Had we conceired that this intelligence. . . 

F 
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King. And^ if my mamory deceives me not, 
'Twas then that thou directed thanksgivings^ 

{Cmitemptuausty. ) 

And masses to be said in every church, 
For my miraculous recovery ! 

So ! what was then . . . now is no miracle. [Sneeringfy.) 
Is what thou tell'st me less miraculous ? 
Or doth it not besuit thy purposes? [Vindictively.) 
I see thy damned device ... I mark thy plot 
DoM. Plotl... 

Alba. What a degrading term, your Majesty ! 
. King. I see what mutual understanding reigns. 

{Scowling on them.) 

I have observed your watchful eagerness 

To pounce at once on your long destined prey, 

Your triumph to have caused my agony, 

Your efforts to estrange me from my son. 

And how this pious and forgiving Priest {Sarcastically*) 

Would arm his little individual spito. 

With my gigantic rage 1 I am the bow 

To bend, you thinks according to your will I 

But learn to know my will is yet my own ; 
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And if suspicion must infect my breast. 
Beware it fall not first upon yourselves. 

Alba. We Uttle thought that our fidelity . . « 

King. Fidelity doth warn of threatening ills, 

{Beproachfulfy.) 

Malice alone will converse on the past. 
If what you say be true, you know full weU 
A painful separation must ensue I {Sukdued.) 
This I have gained by all your vaunted zeal. 

Alba. Yet, my dear Liege ! . . . 

King. Away 1 leave me alone I 

'Twere madness thus to gaze o'er the abyss. 
Go ... go ... I pray thee leave me to myself. 

{JEoseunt Domingo and Alba. King gazts after 
them with hatred and disgust.) 

Now would I pledge my kingdom for a friend, 
Whose virtues^might support and guard the throne. 
Nigh to me. Treason ! . . . far. Rebellion strides 1 

{Takes down a large book ; turns over the leaves.) 

Let me peruse this long neglected list, 
The index to my subjects' claims on me. 
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This is not i¥ell ; here, Dothing writ but names » 
: Not their pretensions Xo my recompen&e ; 
While, on the other page, I find each crime ' 
Most largely specified, and well defined. 
Doth memory need of such ungrateful spur, 
Lest vengeance in the Monarch's mind should sleep ? 
The Marquis Posa is returned to Spain, [Tumingthc leaves.) 
And yet makes not his homage to the throne : 
How is't? I scarcely recollect this man. 
And yet beneath his name is doubly scored ; 
This proves his Monarch still is in his debt: 
Strange creditor, to shun his debtor thus. 
True ... I inquired for this singular man ; 
I will again ... it is no common case : 
Who knows but Heaven may have sent him here. {Bings.) 

Enter Lerua. 

I bade the Marquis Posa hither ! 

Lerha. Sire, 
Your Majesty makes no account of time : 
The Marquis and the Grandees of your Court 
Have long been waiting, in the council-room. 
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King. Go. • . tell Duke Alba to request his stay. 

[Exit Lerma. 

Now, Providence assist a wretched King, 

And let him find one faithful c^inister ! [Exit King. 



Scene II. — An Apartment in the Palace* 

Enter Marquis Posa and Duke Alba. 

PosA. The King demand me ?. . . Surely you mistake ! 

Alba. 'Twas his command that you should wait on him. 

Posa. I cannot serve him, am beneath his thoughts; 
Indeed, my Lord, you should have told him so. - 

Alba. You know not to advantage fortune'-s smiles ; 
A thousand men do sigh to fill thy place. 
I leave your destiny in your own hands ; 
Avail yourself of this auspicious hour. [Exit Alba^ 

Posa. What can have past my image in the glass ? 
Or is it the caprice of accident? 
He has not learnt my mission to the Queen ? 
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Fortune hbwe'er hath thrown me in his way. 

And I know well the use to make of him. 

{Posa, after musing a momcfit, turns to consider 
the pictures, quite at his ease. The King enters, 
observes Posa tvith attention; meves forward. 
Posa sees him, sinks on his knee, then rises.) 

King. Marquis, didst speak to me ? 

Posa. No, gracious King. 

King. Thou hast served me. Marquis, most essentially ; 
I have this moment learnt thy gallant deeds. 
And find thou hast a debtor in the throne. 
Why hast thou ever sought to fly my thanks ? 
Men usually intrude themselves on me, 
I cannot always bear in mind their claims ; 
Thou ought'st to have appeared, my gallant Knight. 

Posa. Two days, my Liege, I only am in Spain. 

King. I am not wont to owe a subject debt : 
Make some demand. 

PqsA. Sire, I enjoy the laws. 

King. Those an assassin doth enjoy with thee. 

Posa. Then how much more an honest citizen. . . , 
Sire, I am satisfied. 
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King. Marquis, you left... 

{Regarding the Marquis keenfy.) 
You left my service, I am told? 

PosA. {Calmly*) Yes, Sire; 

I yielded up my place to abler men. 

King. I grieve to find it so; when men like thee 
Retire from the throne, the state doth suffer much. 
Perhaps you feared, not to meet a due reward? 

PosA. Not so, my Liege. I know the statesman's art 
Can well distinguish those who suit his end. 
With humble gratitude I feel thy grace ; 
But. • . {Hesitates.) 

King. Why that pause ? 

PosA. Sire, I am unprepared 

To clothe my thoughts, as the world's citizen » 
In language suited to a subject's lips. 
When I renounced all favour from the thrane, 
I thought myself exempt from such account. 

King. Perhaps your arguments you deem too weak» 
And do not dare produce them to your King. 

PosA. Not so . . • ^ 

King. Proceed* 

PosA. I will not serve a King. 
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King. Because you fear, thereby, to bo a slave ? 

PosA. No : that I fear not ; but I should not wish 
To equalize myself with him I served. 
Wert thou, as King, to claim my services, 
Thbu'dst surely deem the valour of ray arm. 
My talents in the state, and cabinet. 
As engines appertaining to thy throne. 
Not so, my King, could I consent to feel: 
The glory of my deeds, and my good works, . 
The inward recompense such actions bring, 
I should consider due to me alone. 
And with enthusiastic joy perform 
What should alone from my obedience flow. 
How wouldst thou bear such innovation, King ? 
Or tolerate another splendid sun. 
In that same world thou wouldst alone illume? 

King. Such warmth is praiseworthy, and might do good ; 
Chase then that post that may besuit you best. 
To shower happiness upon the world I 

[Posa shakes his head in silence. ) 
You speak not. . . whence is this ? 

Posa. Sire, I find none. 

King. How? 
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PosA. Is that happiness, you would bestow. 
The same as my philanthropy would give ? 
From such a picture, kings would shrink aghast : 
Your policy creates another kind, 
A happiness which you alone can grant ; 
Kings coin and circulate some current truths, 
But such alone, as they can qualify; 
All others they expunge. Employ nie not 
To portion out such misers niggard boon. 

King. {Smiling.) Are you a Protestant? 

PosA. Your faith is mine. 

I feared that here I shoul4 be misconceived ; 
You see the veil of Majesty withdrawn. 
You are not sure I sacredly regard 
The man I do hot fear. You count me dangerous ; 

But I am not^ my King 

My wishes are all concentrated here ! 

{Lajs his hand on his breast,) 
Nor would I heavier make our chains appear. 
By weighing uselessly each galling link. 
This age will not, mature such sentiments. 
I live, the being of an age to coipe. . . . 
Do you breathe quicker ?. . . you who list to me ? 

{Eager fy.) • 
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King. Am I the first whom thou bast shewn this side ? 
PosA. This side? {Thinks.) Yes Sire, you are. 

{Hanestfy.) 

King. Surprising man ! 

At least this character is new to me. 
His genius soars abore the common course. 
And this is flattery of novel kind. 

PosA. I see bow abject thou esteemest all men^ 
Who by their adulation court thy smile. 
And sacrifice their independent rights. 
To cringe within the shadow of thy greatness. 

King. Some truth I surely find in your discourse. 

PosA. They take a man created as themselves. 
And him, by new creating, deify ; 
Short-sighted mortals 1 Man, with all his faults. 
Errors, and sufferings , remains but man! 
Requiring pity, and soft sympathy 1 
To Gods we can but offer sacrifice 1 

King. By Heaven I this man strangely gains on me: 
Speak on. . .1 see. • .1 fed thou'st more to say. 

PosA. The general dawn of reason is at hand. 
To perfect and reorganize mankind ; 
Wouldst thou contend against, alone, oh King! 
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The evolution of reyoWing worlds, 

Which roll resistless on towards one great end ? 

Wouldst thou arrest them with thy single arm, 

Raise mortal strength against celestial will ? 

Look round thee. . • riew how beauteous nature is ; 

Doth not this beauty spring from liberty? 

The animalcule, in drops of dew. 

Enjoyment feels in perfect freedom, Sire, 

But what enjoyment doth a monarch feel? 

The rustling of a leaf alarms a king^ 

Who trembles before every liberal thought : 

The Deity, respecting ft*eedom's laws. 

Permits the wicked e'en at large to range. 

He, our creator, veils his majesty. 

And rules unseen by laws immutable $ 

These laws the Atheist owns, who Him denies. 

To what end, kings. . .oh ! would ye be as gods? 

Deem ye the world imperfect, as it is ? 

Then doth the Atheist, though in blasphemyv 

Extol th' AJmighty, in his sublime works. 

More than the Christian's vaunted piety I 

King. Enthusiast! unburthen me thine heart : 
Speak out; what wouldst thou that thy king should do? 
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PosA. I am but just returned from Brabant, Sire; 
What noble people I what a fruitful soil ! 



What joy to be the father of this race ! 
I thought so as I crossed their verdant plains ; 
My footsteps failed ... I fell ... on human bones . . . 
Hewn, burnt, and scattered to the elements. {King frowns. 
You may be right, your duty. Sire, commands, 
Religion and your faith beg fire and sword. 
But that you could perform this duty. Sire, 
I own, astonished and afilicted me. 

King. 'Twas so, my duty and religion called. 

PosA. 'Tis pity history is >vrit by men. 
Not by superior beings, or by kings. 
Ages will follow after Philip's reign, 
A milder wisdom will rejoice the world, 
The King's, the subject's happiness accord. 
The state will look with a penurious eye 
Upon the wasting of its children's blood. 

King. When would that age of happiness arise. 
If I could tremble at the curse of this ? 
The happiness you wish for, view in Spain ; 
My people live blest with tranquillity. 
And such on Flanders I would now bestow* 



And a good people too 1 . . 




A TRAGEDY. 93 

PosA. Yes, Sire, tranquillity, but of the grave ! 
How can you plant then for futurity 
If you sow death ? 

You never will complete what you begin. 
Hope you to blight the ripening fruit, my Sire, 
The light immutable which reason beams? 
No, Sire, you estimate not rightly man; 
He is more noble than he doth appear ; 
He one day, with a smile of proud contempt, 
Will build his little hut in liberty. 
Upon the ruins of that sepulchre 

Which you designed for him . . .Then, Ring, your name 

With Nero and Busiris will be classed. 

This hurts me/ Sire . . .for you once was good. {fF it h regret,) 

King. Who made you sure of that ? 

PosA. I know it well ! 

Oh King ! accord us liberty of thought ; 
Thou may'st suppress . . . cannot extinguish it. 
Already have not thousands left thy realm. 
Rejoicing in the midst* of poverty ? 
Those citizens who tor their faith alone 
Have left thy kingdom, doubtless are the best. 
Elizabeth receives the fugitives, 
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And England flourishes by those same arts 
Which thou hast driyen from thy own domains. 
Deserted by her most industrious sons. 
Our Grenada lies desolate and waste : 
And Europe Ikughs to see her potent foe 
Expiring by self inflicted wounds. 

King. I have heard thee out with pleasure, ardent man ; 
Such sentiments ne'er breathed from other lips ; 
But didst thou know mankind as I do. Sir, 
Far diflerently wouldst thou judge of them. 
Thus much I'fl prove to thee, that I have learnt 
To well distinguish men from what they seem. 
And that I'm not a Nero or Burisis. 
Live, then, in peace beneath my sceptre's sway, 
And think at liberly. . .but, no reply. 
From this day forth I claim thy services. 
Thou, who canst paint so well my public fate. 
Hast thou not too devised my private grie& ? 
Although a father most unfortunate, 
I might have hoped for comfort in my wife . . . 

PosA. If the most hopeful son, the best of Queens 
Can give a mortal mortal happiness. 
You, Sire, are blest in both. 
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King. ' That I am not. (GloomMy.) 

PosA. The Prince's bosom glows with noble thoughts. . 

King. No diadem can make me recompense 
For that great blessing he has robbed me of.... 
A virtuous Que^ I 

PosA. Ah! who hath dared, my Liege? 

King. The world. . .fame. . .scandal. . .nay, Aese proofe 
of guilt; {Shewing the papers.) 
Moi^ is at hand, which makes me dread the worst. 

PosA. But who is the accuser ? 

King. This leaves hope ; 

Does not Domingo hate her and my son? [Musing.) 
Is not Duke Alba too exasperate ? 
My wife is worth far more than both of them. 

PosA. Right, right, my liege, there is in her high mind 
That which is far above appearances. 
Or scandal's ven'mous tongue. . . its name is Virtue ! 

King. Yes, Marquis, you hare ^eply studied men ; 

[fVitk a look of pleasure.) 
I long have wished for such a friend as you ; 
You have not selfish views, you will be just ; 
No passions to mislead your judgfnent. Sir, 
I therefore fix on you ... 
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PosA. On me, my liege? 

{Then, reflecting, seems pleased.) 
King. On you ... So now no more. 

{Rings his bell. Enter Lerma.) 
{To Lerma.) In future, Count. . . mark you my strict com- 
mand ... 

Admit the Knight of Malta unannounced. 
{King stops, looks on Posa steadfastly, smiles, gives him 
his hand, and exit. — Exeunt Posa and Count Lerma.) 
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S(Jbnb h-^The Queen^santi'toom. tInterPos/L.shetvhtn 
by a Page, who retires. 

The King so well iaslructed in their loves 1 
I must obtain his perfect confidence 
At any price. . *No other means appear 
To save the son, the father, and the vnfe^ 
I tremble lest the Prince betray his love. 
Thro' the impetuous conflicts of his soul. 
My noblest purpose must be still pursued, 
And this most fatal inauspicious, passion 
Serve me to obtain my sublime end; 
My chief ally ; and Flanders shall be saved I 

Page opens a door. Enter Queen and Ladies, 
QufiBN< What are his Majesty's commands to me ? 
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PosA. My message, Queen » is for thy priyate ear. 

{Exeunt Ladies.) 

Qu^EN. May I believe my eyes ? You I from the King ? 
' PosA. Doth this seem strange? To me it is not so. 

{Smiling.) 

Queen. The world is altered then^ I must confess. 

PosA. True, and the present period teems with prodigies. 
Suppose I were converted, honoured Queen, 
And weary my odd part in Philip's court ; 
Or. . .that I had a mightier end m view, 
And sought to place my mHioas on the throne. 

Queen. No, Marquis, suoli vain views ivere neiier ibine : 
The utmost I can e'er ^a^et in thee^ « • 
And that is so far from Ihy character . • . {HdsikiM.) 

PosA. Dissimulation « * • that is possible* 

Queen. Yet, Marquia, can ihe goodness of your cause 
E'en justify the means you have employed ? 
Can Posa's noble pride so hr descend ? 
I scarcely can beUeve it. . . 

PosA. No, nor I, 

If that my object were to cheat the Kiiig; 
But that is not the case, believe me, Queen; 
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For I will serve hin, and ifith more effect 
Than had I kept the path he traced to me. 

QusBH. Ah I now I know that honest upright heart . . ./ 
Proceed. 

PosA. His Majesty doth earnesdy request 
You give not audience to the French envoy. 
Until you quit this palace for Madrid ; 
And this was all he sent me here upon. 

Queen. And this is all you hare to say to me ? 

PosA. All that can justify my presence here. 

QuBBii. I would not seek to learn thy hidden thoughts. 

PosA. I have some secrets I would hide from thee ; 
I could warn thee of certain enemies^ . 
Plots, hatched within the cloister's lonely cell; 
But what I know, dear Queen, is not enough 
To banbh slumber from an angel's eyes. 
It was not this, in truth, that brought me here. . . 
Don Carlos ... 

Queen. Ah ! how didst thou leave the Prince ? 

PosA. Like a philosopher, content to die 
For the dear object of his zealous love. 
I have not much to say ; but here himself. 

{Gives a letter. The Qneen hastily reads U in emotion,) 
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VEEN. He writer • . . That he must see me. 
PosA. So say I. 

QuEEjf . And why . • . why let him gaze upon these tears ? 

{Much agitated.) 

That will not make him happier ! 

PosA. No, my Queen; 

But it will make him prompt and resolute. 
Duke Alba is appointed to command ; 

Queen. I heard he was appointed, but I hoped 
That Carlos' prayer had touched his father's heart. 

PosA. My Queen, the King reyokes not^ his decrees 
Are as immutable as nature's laws. 
The Prince must, notwithstanding, fly this place » 
And Flanders must not thus be sacrificed. 

Queen. Can you prevent it ? 

PosA. * Madam, perhaps I can ; 

. Altho', I own, the remedy in view 
Appears almost as desperate as the ill. 

Queen. Name it. {Anxiousfy.) 

PosA. To you, and you alone, I dare; 

But Carlos first must hear it from your lips : 
The name it bears is harsh. {HesHates.) 

Queen. {Agitated.) Rebellion I . . . 
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PosA. In contradictiaD to his father's will. 
The Prince must instantly proceed to Ghent,. 
Where he will be received with open arms. 
Justice is strong supported by a Prince: 
Let his bold force alarm the Spanish throne ! 
The King in Brussels will accord to him. 
What he will e'er deny him in Madrid. 

QuEiN. Will he, indeed ? Are you so sure of that ? 
Can you who talked with Philip in this hour . . . 

PosA. I found on this experience all my hopes. 

Queen. Your plan alarms. ..and yet it pleases me: 
A bold idea I worthy of thy mind. 
The Prince knows not your proposition yet? 

PosA. I wished him to receive it from your lips. 

Queen. That's difficult. . . I will consider it. . . 

PosA. The Prince awaits your Higbness's reply. 

{Respectfully presents his tablets*) 

Two lines will be enough to calm his soul. 

[Queen twites on the tablets.) 

Queen. When shall I see you ? 

PosA. Madam, when you will. 
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Qu£EN. Ah I hew am I to view ibis iiberCy ? 

PosA. As graciously as possible, my Queen ; 
Be sure a glorious end I ha?e in view. 

Queen, Glorious iodeed ! Oh I how should I rejoice 
If by his means all Europe should be freed ! 
You may rely on secret sympathy. 

PosA. Thanks! thanks ! I knew I should be understood, 

{PodH kiise$ her hand and twit. Queen re-enters 
in the flat.) 

Scene II. — A retired pwt of tke FiUme^ Enter Don 
,Carlos and €ouNT Lbbma. 

Cab. We shaU be ^[uite uninterrupted here. 
What would you. Count ?. . .This caution . . .mystery . . . 

LxB. Your Highness bath a potent friend at court ! 

Car. More than I knew. 

Leb. Your Highness, pardon me I 
If you conceive I know more than I ought. 

Gab. To whom do you aUu4e ? 

Lbb, The Marquis Posa, Prince; 
If be be more acquainted with your heart 
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Than you might wish that every ono ib^uli be^ 
I almost fear ... 

Cab. Fear what? 

Leb. He had, my Prpcie* 
This morning a long audience of tl)« Kjug- 

Gab. Indeed! 

Leb. And, Prip^^ I heftrd your "mm prwpMC^. 

G Aft. Ye^, Gouni I . . thai i» no ba4 «igA> I bofie ? 

Leb. Some very straQge nUusioiM, Sir, wore imde; 
The Queen . . .Your HighAes» par4Qn mf^.p^ 

{Uuch ^fmd.) 

Gab. {Starts in great «ma4 j^.) Ha K • . Gouot ! . . . 

Leb. And when the Marquis left the audience room. 
The King, with serious manner, said to me. 

Admit the Knight of Malta unannounced. '* 

Cab. {Musing.) That was most strange. . . 

Leb. And without preoedeiit. 

Gab. {With, great interest.) And what allusions to the 

Queen were made ? - 
Leb. Your Highness must excuse me on that point. 
Gab. Why tell me .one part^ then conceal the rest ? 
. Leb. The former was my duty, Prince, towards you, 
The last my duty to his Majesty. 
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Car. You are right. 

LsR. I own I thought the Ifarquis, til| to-day, 
upright aad an honourable man. 

Cab, {Fervently My soul on't is he ! 

Leb, Jf he be so still, 
My doubts on him cannot produce a stain » 
And you have doubly gained, my royal Sir. 

Car. Tve trebly gained, thou worthy honest man, 
I feel that I possess another friend. 
Nor lost the one that I before possessed, 

Ler. The Marquis Comes. 

Car. Leaye me alone with him. 

{Gives his hand to Lerma smilingly. Exit Lcfm^^ 
Carlos remains lost in thought.) 

Enter Marquis Posa, 

PosA*. Carlos! 

Cah. Ha I you ! . . . Should we be noticed here ? 

(Al^rmed^) 

PosA. We shall not. I have settled eyery thjng : 
The Queen . , , ^ 
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Cab. {More wrapt in his awn thoughts than attentive 
to what Posa mys, interrupts*) 
You had an audience of the King ? 

Posa. I had ; he sent for me . . .Elizabeth • . . 

Cab. {Again interrupting him.) What did he want 
with you ? ' 

Posa. To pay his debts to me : 
Some most officious friend called me to mind, 
lie offered me a post. 

Cab* Which you refused ? 

Posa. Of counse. 

Cab. How did you pari ? 

Posa. Oh! well. 

Cab. I was not mentioned iu your long discourse? 
Posa. You ? Yes J but in most general terms. 

{Carlos looks suspiciously,) 
I bring a few lines to you from the Queen ; 

{Gives Carlos his tablets.) 

She yields to see you> Prince, 
Cab. But when and where ? 

Posa. To-morrow,., ^ 
{Carlos looks on the tablets, lost in thought.) 
Cab^^ When we meet. ..... {Going,) 

Posa. Hold ! why this haste ? no one appears, 
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Gab. We seem t' have changed our characters to day. 

And you to feel unconunonly secure. 
PosA. To day ! why not ? 
Gar. What has she writ to me ? 
PosA. {In surprise.) 'This moment have you read I 
Gar. True, true. {Kisses the tablets.) Beloved 1 

{Reads tkrnn.) 

Yes ; I will prove myself deserving thee ! 
Love makes a nohle soul more nohle grow. 

{Reads and presses tkem to his heart.) 
She speaks of enterprise of great import ; 
To what doies she allude, dost thou not know ? 

PosA. E'en if I did, my Garlos» in thy state. 
Art thou composed enough to list to me? 

Gar. Have I offended thee ? Forgive me, Roderick ! 
My ruffled mind . . . 

PosA. Ruffled ! by what, my Prince ? 

Gar. I know not what . . . these tablets I may keep ? 

PosA. No ; on the contrary, I beg for them. 

Gar. Youl why? 

PosA. Or any other documents, my Prince^ 
That might betray you in another's hands; 
Your letters^ memorandums, pocket-book. 
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Car, Why this. . . how atraoge ! 

PosA. Gompofie yourself. I meao not to imply 
That present danger prompts this cautiousness. 
Only, to guard against what may occur. 

Cab. Take care of it. 

{Reluctantly gives kim the pocket boolc,) 

PosA. Depend on me^ (Puts it up.) 

Car. Roderigo, what a charge I give to you I * 

{Dismtisfied.) 
PosA. No, not much more than I before possessed. 
Farewell 1 {Going. C0r(as cmtendswitk his filings; 
at length in great agitation seisms Posa's hand, to 
detain him*) 

Car. Return, the pocket hook to me. 

{Posa reluctantly gives it back to Carlos.) 
There's one amongst them . . , it was sent to me 

{Turns over the papers.) 

When I lay deadly ill at Alcala ; 

JVe so long treasured it . .{Kisses it.) This, only this ! 

Posa. I do not part with it so wilUngly ; 
It is the very one I wished to have. 

Car. {After a struggle.) There! take it, Roderick. 
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My father even had not acted thus. {Gives him the paper, 
and rushes out, Posa looks after him, mth affliction 
and surprise.) 

Posa. Can it be possible ! I knew him not ? 
Did this one vice then lurk within his heart ? 
Suspicion ... in the honour of his friend ! 
The King when he confided me his thoughts « 
Believed he trusted to an upright man ; 
Such^ confidence demands my gratitude. 
Why should I tell to Carlos all I know ? 
Oh ! why point out the storm which threatens him ? 
No. . .let him slumber while the clouds roll o'er. 
And then, awakening him, point out afar 
The dreadful tempest in the horizon. [Exit Posa, 

Sgbn£ III. — The King*s Cabinet, He is discovered with 
a picture and letters again before him : in reflection. 

King. She is my daughter I. . . .every feature speaks: 
, Could Nature give her thus by accident 
My fiill blue eye ?. . . . 
Sweet child 1 I see myself in every trait, 
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She is ! she is my blood !. . . . Oh Heaven ! my blood ! 

{Starts up.) 

And what can I dread more ?. . . 

My features too. ... are they not also his? 

My son's I. • . in what a dread abyss I lose myself I 

Enter Lerha. 

LsR. Her Majesty demands an audience. Sire. 

Ring. At this unusual hour ? 

Lbb. The Queen, my Sire. 

Enter Queen. She bends to the King. 

Queen. Justice, my King! may I find it here I 
I come to claim a husband's sacred power, 
To guard from insult, and protect his wife. 

King. Justice on whom ? 

Queen. Some noble robber. Sire : 

My cabinet hath been broken in by fraud, 
And several papers of importance stolen. 

King. Of great importance. Queen ? pray what were thdy ? 

Queen, important only, as malicious foes 
Might chuse to misconstrue. ... 
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King. How misconstrue ? 

{King fixes a scrutinizing glance an her,) 

Queen. The robber -was of rank^ that he betrayed ; 
For there were thousands in the cabinet. 
But he with letters was fall satisfied. 

King. What letters? 

Queen. Divers letters ; there were some 

From the Prince Carlos. . . and his miniature. 
King. {In anger.) From whom? 
Queen. The Iniant. 

King. {With malice.) And to you addressed? 
QuESN. Yes, Sire. 

King. And this you dare atrow to me? 

QuEBW. Whynot? 

King. And Queen, wiAi this composure too? 

QuEENw Why this surprise f You surely recollect, 
Don Carlos, by permission of bolh kings. 
When I was destined to become im bride, 
Addressed to^ me some letters statable* 

King. {Aside.) The viper 1 this excuse I w^ foresaw. 

QuEsii. What agitates you thus? 
{King goes to the table, holds up the pitture, and letters. 
Queen runs to the table, stands fixxsed in surprise.) 
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But how is this P 
{Turns away with offended dignity,) 
This mode of conduct does astonish me I 
Good God I was then this theft by you (teyised ? 
King. {GloonUfy.) It was. 
Queen. Then you alone I pity and accuse. 
King. I am accustomed to this language^ Queen, 
Within the garden it imposed on me ; 
I now can better estimate thy worth, * 
Who sent thy women carefully away. 
That thou mightst innocently nurse thy child. 

{Malieiousfy*) 

QiTBEN. My Lord, how must I understand these words? 

King. {ItnpatimHy.) Is't true or not, you met the 
Infant ^ere ? 

Queen. I saw the Infimt thercv. 

KiNfi. Then all is plain. 

Dost thou not bhish, thus to dishonour me ? 
{Queen regards him with dignity, and haughtily replies.) 

Queen. Before I was King nnlip's wife, my sire, 
I was Elizabeth I King Henry^s chUd ! 
If any honour therefore yms at stake. 
It was a higher than Castile bestowed. 
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King. Why then deny, what now you do confess? 

Queen. As a delinquent, Kmg, you questioned me. 
And in the presence of your servile court. 

King. You use bold language. . . 

Queen. Sire, it is my right. 

The guilty only < should dissimulate. 

King. Elizabeth ! thou'st known my weakest'hourf , 
This knowledge, haply, 'tis emboldens thee ; 
Thy once pernicious beauty makes thee bold. 
But fear me even more on that account ; 
What hitherto hath caused my gentleness. 
May now go far. . . and doth, to drive me mad ! 

{Fery vioUfUfy.) 

Queen. Explain to. me, Sire, what is my offence? 

King. If that my fears are just, and thou hast sinned, 
I can subdue all remnant of my love I 

Queen. Deign to explain, Sire> what is my offence? 

King. If I be wronged, blood shall atone for it J' 

{M€fre violent still, ) 

Queen. Oh, power Almighty! is it come to this? 

King. All Christendom shall tremble, at my rage 1 
The voice of Nature shall implore in vain t 

Queen. How much I pity youl unhappy man I 
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King. What? pity from a harlot 1 

[Approaching with a frantic gaturt.) 
Queen. {Struck n^ith horror.) Ah ! too much. . . . 
This is too much I. . . too much to bear. . . and live. 

{She attempts to stagger out of the room, but falls.) 

Ring. Heavens I Elizabeth! {Runs to lift her in a chair.) 
What dreadful accident I. . . she bleeds ! {Noise without.) 
Support yourself. • . .1 hear the sound of steps. 

Enter Domingo, Alba, and Lerma. 

Alba. Your pardon , Sire, we heard a noise. ... My Queen ! 
Ring. The Queen is indisposed... Count, bear her in.... 

{Exit Queen, supported by Lerma. Domingo offers to assist 
her, the King pulls him away, and walks about agitated. ) 

DoM. The Queen in tears, and blood upon her face ! 
Ring. {Sarcastically.) That must surprise the demons 

who deceived me ! 
Alba. How, my Ring? 

DoH. How could we have supposed. . . 

Ring. Yes I you have said what has distracted me I 
Don. We only told our Monarch what we heard. 

II 



\ 
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Enter Mabquis Po»a. 

King. Here is my only friend !. . .welcome my Lord ! 
[To Alba, and Dom,) You are no longer wanted here ; ' 
{Stemfy.) leave me I 

[Exeunt Dom. and Alba. 
PosA. Pray patdon me, toy Lfege, I broke on you ; 
A dreadfiil rumour reached me as I passed ; 
It cannot be !. ... it is iticredible ! 
A violent dispute. . . blood. . . .and the Queen* 
Ob ! Sire, you should have acted cautiously, 
i bring siome proofs. •> . 

King. {With pleasure*) To^cuseherl ah I proceed. 

{Posa gives the Princess pocket-book to the King.) 
PosA. This is the Princess pocket-book, my Liege> 
'Twill cast, perhaps^ new light. 

King. {Opening it impaittentfy.) It will I it will ! 
A letter. . .from my Sire, the Emperor 1 
Plan of a garrison I.. . outposts. . . and forts I. . . 
Extracts from Tacitus !. • . well,, what is this ? 

{Looking up to the Marquis.) 
PosA. If any secret intercourse exists 
Between her Majesty^ and with the Prinze, 
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His of differeDt naiur^, do no| donl^t, 
To that of which she has i^eeq rashly char^ : 
And I have certain information gained, 
The Prince's wish to seek the Netherlands 
Originates oonplelely in the Qnasn. 

King. Tes ! that I always feared. . « . i breathe again ! 

PosA. The Queen's wettrknown ambiiioo, Sire, to rule. 
The Prince's youthfiil ardour in the cause ; 
All gire surmke that suefc a league ^ists ; 
But for her heart I. . . I doubt if it can love. 

King. I do not fear their rash ambitious schemes. 

PosA. But they demand investigaitian, Site. 

King. Yes ; t employ you for this enterprise. 

PosA. They merit more; (Jtffe^ing'.) the strictest vigiiance, 
And if you deem me capable, my Liege, 
I must request that my authority 
May be unlimited. . . 

King. It shall be so. 

How ttueh am I beholden to your care I 

Enter Count Lbrma. 
How did you leave the Queen ? - 
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Ler. Still ill, my Liege. 

King. Let her be told I quickly come to her. 

{Lerma looks suspiciously at Posa, and exit.) 

PosA. Yet one precaution more appears^ to me ; 
I fear the Infant hath obsequious spies, 
And he may take alarm. . . and fly to Ghent 1 
I therefore absolutely would provide 
Against such desperate case, by desperate means. 

Ring. You are right : but how 

t^osA. A secret warrant of arrest. . . 

King. So bold a step I I doubt. . . . 

PosA. Be it concealed. 

Nor used but in a case of urgent need. 

King. My kingdom is at stake. . . this justifies ; 

{King goes to the table, signs the a rrant.) 

And peril imminent, waves etiquette : 

There, Marquis, {Gives it him.) I commit it to your charge. 

And place implicit confidence in you. 

And now to make concession to the Queen. 

[Exeunt. 
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Sgbnb IV. — An apartment in the Castle. Enter G^los 
and GouNT LsRifAy from opposite sides. Garlos in great 
agitation. 

Gar. You are the man I sought. 

Ler. And you my Prince. 

Gar. Gan it be true? Oh I tell me, did the King 
Unsheath his dagger midst a long dispute? 
She fell. • . Almighty God. . . she fell. . . the Queen ! 
And bath'd in blood ! 

Ler. She fainted. . . and was hurt, Prince, by the fall. 

Gab. No more? 

Lbr. No more» upon my honour. Prince. 

Gar. Then, Heaven be praised I but Count, say, is it true, 
'Gainst her, and me, his indignation sprung. 
From some strange rumour, which had reached his ears? 

Lbr. That, I believe, is true. 

Gar. Is true 1 dear GountI 

Ler. You scorned the warning I last gave to you ; 
Make better use of that I now shall giv^. 

Gar. Gount Lerma I 

Ler. Hear me. Prince. . . I much mistake. 
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Or, yesterday, I saw within your hand 

A pocket-h€u>k.. . 'twas of bhie silk and gold. 

Gaa. Aye> such I have ; or rather^ such I had. 

Ler. Upon the cover was a row of pearls. 

Car. {Anxiously.) Right. . . right. 

Leb, E'en such a one^ my Prince, 

I saw this hour in the King's own hands, 

[Caflm starts^ t^h at him.) 

The Marquis Posa arguing with him. 

Car. No, Count. . . that is not true. 

Ler. [Indignantly.) How Sir !. . . my Prince ! but I 
can pardon thee. 

Car. [Sternly.) Thine is a dreadful occupation man. 
In what has Posa injured thee ? in what 
Hath our affection injured thee ? 

Ler. Prince I I foi^give you. . . for a generous heart 
Would believe all I save treachery of a friend. 

Car. If once sus^ion creeps into my heart I. . . 

Ler. Duke Alba is, I understand, disgraced^ 

Car. And this indeed he strictly hid from me ! 

Ler. The Court already do look up to. him. 
As Minister, and future favounte. 
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Gab. Who knows iriiat noble project mores hk soul ! 

(Ruminating*) 
Who kn«W8 what his bold phiianlhropic heart 
Would sacrifice to forward public good ? 
And yet he lotred me t. . . and I hare lost hitn thus ! 

[Much affected.) 

Lbr. Point out some way that I may serve thee. Prince ! 
Gab. Go to the King. . . go and betray me too ! 

{Jn anguish.) 

What dreadful thought now flashes thwart my mind I 

{Starts.) 

That pocket-book. . . the letter I returned. . . 

My God ! [In horror.) why linger here ? Elizabeth ! 

[Goin^.) 

Lbiu Compose yourself, my Prince. 

Enter Domingo. {Carlos runs up to him.) 

Gab. Ah, Priest I but this is weU 1 

Admit me to the Queens thou hast the power I 
All lock^, all doors fly open at thy voice! 
Gome, trifle not ! admit me to the Queen I 
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DoM. Dear Prince I what tneans thy agitated look ? 

{With feigned interest.) 
Cab. Obey me, Priest I conduct me to the Queen 1 

{WtUfy) 

DoM. Thy royal Father must first give command. 

Car. Dissembler! will not tears melt that hard heart? 
The cowl shuts out all human thoughts in thee I 
Thus on my knees {Kneels.) behold the Prince of Spain ! 
No dread of Churches' ban We dragged me here, 
Yet now upon my knees. ... 

JSnt^ PosA in haste, followed by Count Cordova, 
and Officers. 

PosA. {In terror.) Good God I my Prince ! 
What has he said ?• . . believe him not. . . he raves. 
Car. By all that's sacred ! lead me to the Queen ! 

{Still holding Domingo's robe.) 
Ler. {In great grief.) Alas ! my Prince. 
PosA. {Authoritatively.) Priest ! dare not list to him i 
Car. My life or death depends upon it, Priest I 

{More wildly.) 

Conduct me to the Queen ! 
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PosA. So far. . .so far. • . 

{Turns to the Officer.) 
Count Cordova^, his Majesty commands 
I charge you to arrest the Prince of Spain ! 

{All start in amazement.) 
{Posa shows the King's warrant. Carlos rises.) 
Now, on your life, permit not him to speak ; 
No, not one word. {Whispers the Officer.) 

I go immediately to tell the King. 
You, Prince, will see me in an hour's time. 

{Caries allows himself to be led away in a state of 
stupor, as he casts a mournful look at the 
Marquis^ who avoids his glance. 

\Exeunt.^ 
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ACT V. 



ScsNjB L — QwevCs Antichamber. Enter Qjinhfi, 
Pringbss Eboli. 

QuE£N. Whai a commotion ib^re u here to-day! 
£ach noise I hear alarms me. • .Princess pass. 
And learn of this affray. 

Enter Marchioness Mondegar in distress. 

MoN. Alas, my Queen ! 

Queen. What agitation. Marchioness, in tears ! 
MoN. The Prince arrested by the King's command ! 
Queen. {Struggling to conceal her anxiety.) 

Whom, Marchioness? 
MoN. The Prince! 
Queen. And who arrested him ? 
MoN. The Marquis Posa. 
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UUEEN. {Sigh^.) Thanks HeaTea I thai it was him* 
Ebo. How strange, the Marquk Posa to arrest I 
MoN. Ah ! he is here I 



Oli. Duke Alba, with Domingo, beg, my Queen, 
To be admitted to your Cabinet. 

Qu£EN. Duke Alba and Domingo!. . . shew them in. 



Don. Most gracious Quem^ if we may be allowed, , , 

Queen. What is the iaoU?e of your visit here ? 

DoM. .A great anxiety for our good Qoaen. 

Alba. We hi^tetiad hither to itefiMtt a plot 
Which we Ve diseovered 'gainst your Majesty, 

DoM. And humbly. Queen, lay at thy royal feet. . , 
This testimony of our tealous love. 

Queen. Most reverend father, and you, noble Duke, 



EfUer DtGHBSs of Ouvares* 



[Exit OUvarez, 



The Marquis Posa. . .has arresjted him. 



Enter Dui^b Alba and Domingo. 



[Eoceunt Eboli and Mondecar, 




DON CARLOS, 



To what may I interpret this high zeal ? 



You speak of plots against me. . • pray by wh<Hn ? 



Employed on secret service by the King. 

Queen. I am rejoiced to hear his Majesty 
Hath made so good a choice. What more, I pray? 

DoH. So good a choice I we fear it otherwise. 

Alba. When did you last survey your cabinet? 

Queen. This question. . . 

Alba. When you last look'd into it. 

Did you miss nothing there of consequence ? 

Queen. I comprehend you not ;. . . that I was robbed. 
The whole Court understand. . .but is the Marquis, Priest, 
Concerned in this ? {Looking stedfastfy at Domingo.) 

DoM. WeVe reason to believe essentially. 

The Prince has lost too papers of import. 
Which were this morning seen in the King's hand : 
It is believed the Marquis. . . 

Queen. {Ambiguousfy.) Aye! indeed? 

DoM. Since which, the Prince is placed under arrest. ^ . 
The Marquis, Queen, declared Prime Minister ! 

Queen. Then, Duke, thou art dismissed? 

Alba. Such is my fate. 



Alba. The Marquis Posa is, your Majesty, 
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Queen. How mysteries unravel of themselves I 
I have no power to replace thee, Duke. 

Alba. 'Twas not on that account that I came here. 

Queen. This^ which you tell to me, is marvellous strange ! 
I find a foe where I suspected none ; 
Two friends, I never dreamt tiiat I possessed : 
And just was I debating in myself. 
To pardon you or not, for offices 
Of unkind nature, done me with the King. 

Alba. Of unkind nature I 

DoM. Now, may Heaven forbid ! 

Queen. I heard so : but 'tis well I'm .undeceived ; 
I had resolved this day to pray the King, 
To judge me and my accusers, face to face ; 
And now I may demand Duke Alba's aid. 

Alba. Mine I are you serious ? 

Queen. Why not, my Lord ? 

DoM . Would you defeat all private services ? 

Queen. {Haughtily.) Private! 
Duke Alba, I should like to know, 
In what thy Monarch's consort e'er could claim. 
Or of this Priest. . . thy private services ? 
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Or what diseuss^ which her Lord migbt not know ? 
The question is of goilt or innocence. 

Alba. But if the King designed to be unjust ? 

Queen. Then, I must wait until he hecomes just. 

En$ti^ OtiTAiii£. 

Oli. The Marquis Posa begs admittance. Queen. 
Queen. [Maliciously.) Would you desire with him to 

parley, Duke ? 
DoM. This is no time. . . away ! your Grace, away ! 

[PuU9 Alba off and exeunt. 

Enter Posa, whose looks are disordered, ivhose voice falters jt 
and who, throtjighoui this Scene, conveys an idea of tlic 
most extreme agitation. 

Queen. At lasl I see you. Marquis !. . . but how pale I 
What agitation seems to shake each nerve ! 

Posa. Can no one listen to our converse. Queen ? 
Are you quite sure !. . . quite sure you are alone? 

Queen. 'We are secure; but speak, relieve my fears ; 
What means this pale and altered countenance ? 
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PosA. You perhaps already know ... 

QuEBN. Of the arrest ? 

I own I was surprised, if not alarmecl. 

PosA. No other way remained to save the Prince : 
His rash impetuous conduct to the Priest, 
Well sigh betray^ to him his ardent love ; 
Another moment^ and he had proclaimed 
All to Domingo. . . . 

Queen. You arrested him. 

I see thy reasons for this desperate act ; 
I fear thou playst a game. . . 

PosA. {In grtut gri^f') I've lost it. Queen. 

QuBBN. Marquis I my God I lost it ? 

Po&A. Compose yourself; 

You are provided for ; the Prince escapes ; 
The loss will fall aifone myself. 

Queen. What must I hear !... alas 1 what fears arise ! 

i^A. I set my aU u^n a doubtful die : 
I fail ; my punishment, tho' swift, is just. . 

Qu££N« What punishment's at hand ? Oh I be not rash ! 

PosA. He's saved: it matters not how high the price; 
But he must not remain in Spain a day. 
I've much upon my mind Carlos shoald know, 
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Thai I may not have time to say to him^: 

H«re [Takes a packet.) on this holy altar {At her feet.) 

here, my Queen, 
Here, he may find my sacred legacy. - 

Queen. This is the language of a dying mfin : 
I trust 'tis fancy. . . ^ (SAe tenderly raises him.) 

PosA. Ah ! in tears, sweet soul ! 

I know these tears ! they're the efiect of joy ; 
The choice must be 'twixt Carlos and his friend, 
I ohuse,to be the one., .and ask no more. 

Queen. Good God ! unhappy man I what hast thou done? 

PosA. That which will bless the sotemn hour of death ! 

{Going.) 

Queen. You go!*., .dear Marquis. ... say, when shall 
we meet ? 

PosA. {Solemnly.) That we shall meet again, \ rest 

assured. ' 
Qu^EN. {With horror.) I understand you I unrelenting 

man ! 

PosA. {Desperately.) He. • . Carlos 1. . .He. . . or I. 
Queen. {Distracted ttith sorrow.) Oh no ! enthusiasm 
guides you wrong: 
You long have sought to fall in such a cause ;^ 
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And should you wound or break a thousand hearts ! 
What cares your pride for that ? {Sadfy.) I know you now ; 
Your aim is admiration ! that is all. 

{With feigTted mockery.) 

PosA. For this, indeed^ I was quite unprepared. 

Queen. {Tendcrfy,) Dear Marquis I is escape impossible ? 

PosA. {Thinks.) It is. (Sadfy.) 

Queen. Can I do nothing ? recollect yourself. 

PosA. Nothing. 

Queen. Not even by a crime ? you know me not I 

{Desperaiefy.) 

Nor what my courage may be equal to. 
PosA. {With enthusiasm.) Yes, that I know ! 
Queen. Escape impossible ? {Her voice faltering.) 
PosA. Impossible. {Decidedfy, and going.) 

Queen. {Bursts into tears.) Go then ! there is not now 
another man, 
I value on this earth ! 

PosA. {Falls at her feet.) My Queen!. . .oh God! 

{Presses her hand to his lips.) 

I feel that life t* sweet I * 

{Exit in great emotion. Queen looks after him, 
sobs, and walks out slowfy on the other side. 

1 
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ScBNE II. — A room leading into the King's cabinet; tu'o 
doors in the flat. Duke Alba» Dojmingo, Count Lerma, 
and Don Raimond Taxis. 

LsB. Tbe King will not be seen. 

Tax. He must see me, 

I hare a letter of great consequence. 

Alba. Dear Taxis, learn to wait. . . and patiently ; 
You will not be admitted. 

Tax. And why not ? 

Alba. You have not asked the Marquis Posa's leave. 

Tax. This is the very man whom it concel'ns : 
He gave tbe letter to be forwarded. . . 

{Bell rings. Lerma enters the Cabinet,) 

Alba. Where to ? 

Tax. To Brussels, Duke. 

Alba. Chaplain! Dost mark? 

Tax. 'Twas given me in great anxiety ; 
The Marquis begged so urgently dispatch I 

Don. Hahl most suspicious .. . 

Alba. And to whom addressed? 

' Tax. The Prince of Orange. 
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Alb A; Trenson lurketb boml 

DoM. Aye, treason; (To Taxis.) wordiy man ! how 
grei^fe thy zeal! 

Enter hi^uA. 

Xer. Don Raimond, you are wanted. 

Don. {Pushing him in impatiently.) To the King I 
Deliver it without the least reserve. 

Leb. The Marquis Posa not yet come, my Lords? 

DoM. He hath been sought for every where in vain. 

Lbr. That's very strange ! 

Alba. The Prince imprisoned too I 

Lbr. And the King knoweth not, as yet, the cause ! 

DoM. Where will this dread abuse of power end ? 

Leb. Don Raimond shewed great symptoms of alarm, 
I fear some dire event. 

Alba. Our day is past ! 

DoM. I am not now the man at whose approach 
Each bar gave way. . . Things are most sadly changed ! 
Hush! hush! 

{Approaching the door of the King^s cabinet.) 

Ajlba. All's still as death. . . . 



Digitized by 



iSt DON CARLOS, 

DoM. {Beckoning him to the other door.) This way, 

your Grace. 
Alba. The tapestry cpiite interrupts the sound. 
DoM. I feel this hour the fatefullest of my life. ^ 

{Count Lerma, who stands nearest the door, suddenly 
comes forward.) 

Lbr. My God I 

DoM. What? speak! 

Alba. Count, you are pale as death 1 

Lbr. Did I hear right?. . . did I. . . 

DoM. Speak, for God's sake ! 

Lbr. What Spaniard ne*er yet heard unterrified 1 

Alba. The. . . 

Lbr. Inquisition . . . grand Inquisitor ! 

{Domingo and Alba look at each other in dismay.) 
We all appear like culprits just condemned. 
. Alba. Who knows! 

DoM. Aye, Duke I. . . 

Alba. I count on you, good Priest 1 

You know in all things I have stood your friend. 
Don. Did I neglect the interests of the Church ? 

{Considering deeply.) 
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No. • . I am safe. • . Duke, yo a may count on me. 
And you. Sir? {To Isrma.) 

Lbb. I r^st on my innocence. 

DoM. {Aside.) Fool 1 'gainst the Inquisition, what will 
that? 

EfUcr Don Raimond; he beckons Alba. 

Tax. Duke Alba^ come I 

{Enter Alba into the Cabinet. Taxis comes forward.) 
DoM. At last ! • . . may Heaven be ppaised I 

Tax. Count, should the Marquis Posa now arrive. 
He must await the Monarch's liberty. 

{Speaks flurried and in haste.) 

DoM. What hath occurred? your agitation^ Don. . • 

Tax. I must not stay. 

DoM. What? 

Tax. Diabolical I {Going.) 

DoM. Whom do you mean ? {Stopping him.) 

Lbb. How was the King disposed ? 

Tax. He hath shed tears. 

liBB. {With satisfaction.) Shed tears ! 
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DoM. (CUaonUly.) The King sbed tears 1 

\Tam$Tumcuu) 

Another word, I pray. . .ah 1 he ia fled. 
In what a dreadful state do I remain. ' 

Enter Alba, witk a joyful and triumphant look, s 

Alba. Te Deum may l>e «aid in every chimh. 
The victory is ours ! 

DoM. OursP Duke! 

AiAA. A^rayl away I 

Go in, the Kifl^ will tall to tiiee the vest 

iJEwUr in$ofi%e€€AinU.) 

Scene III. — An apartment in the Palace separated by 
iron bars from a targe Court, in which sentinels walk to 
and fro, Carlos is discovered sitting at a tctbU, with his 
head lying on his arms, as if asleep; in the back are 
officers, Posa enters from the courts whispers the officers 
who retiire, 3^sa advances. 

PosA, Carlos, {Carlos looks up.) my Friend I 
Car. (Mournfully,) Ah! yon «re ^xmie to me ? 



Digitized by 



A TRAGEDY. 



1S5 



PosA. I thought you wished to see me, so I came. 

{Smiling.) 

Car. That's kind ! I knew you would hot break your 
faith to me. 

PosA. You have good reason to believe so, Prince. 
Why ! by such rashness^ drive me to extremes ? 

{Reproachfully,) 

Gar. Yes ! yes ! we understand each other well ; 
This mildness well becomes «oeh »ouU as ours ! 
Virtue is never cruel, though severe. 
Thou mighlst, indeed, deny all I required; 
It is no cause thou shouldst not pity me. 

PosA. You judge unjustly, I am worthy you ! 

Car. But I am too unworthy of Ay hcarlt. 
To have required thine aid in such a cause. 

PosA. He^ me I Tve much to say. . .and little time. 

Gar. Oti ! spare yourself 1 I know it cost you much 
To make such sacrifice to probity. 

PosA. What mean you. Prince 1 

Gar. Thou wilt bestow on Spain 

Those golden days, it vainly hoped from me : 
This dreadful passion blasted all thy views. 
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And views how worthy thy heroic soul ! 
'Twas Providence which led thee to the King, 
By telling him my secret, he was thine : 
But thy ideas are .exalted, Roderick! 
Thine actions as sublime as mine were base. 

{PosU during the whole of the following Scene is 
composed. Sometimes sad, sometimes en- 
thusiastic; never violent, 

PosA. This I did not foresee. 

Gar. I am unjust to think e'en with reproach, 
Your rigid virtue will have saved the Queen. 

PosA. You are unjust. . . but not on this account ; 
If I deserve reproach, 'tis not from you. 
Here are the papers you confided me. 

Car* How ! to what purpose give them me again ? 

PosA. Because they now will be more safe vnth you. 

Car. Why so, has not the King perused them all ? 

PosA. {In astonishment.) The King perused them ? 

Car. {Reproachfully.) Yes. . . you know he has ! 

PosA. Who told you that I showed him one of them ? 

Gar. Gopnt Lerma. 

PosA. Ah I the whole's disclosed to me ; 

Who could, indeed^ have guarded against this ? ^ 
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That honourable man would ne'er deceive. 

He quite mistook ... he thought he told you true. 

The other papers Philip does possess. 

{Carlos receives the Imt paper with stupid 
surprise. Presses it to his lips.) 
Gab. My Sire not read the letters from the Queen ! 

{Posa looks steadfastly and reproachfully at C arlos. 
Carlos throws himself oh his friend's neck, 
and conceals his face.) 
My friend ! my friend I I dared to doubt thy faith 1 

(C arlos weeps and sinks from Posa's embrace. ) 
Posl. Console yourself and listen to my words : 
Believe you never was more dear than now. 

{They remain a moment lost in emotion.) 
PosA. Thou wilt be free. . . of that Tve charged myself, 
But thou must quit the realm immediately : 
Elizabeth commands. . i . Carlos obey. . • 
Her lips, her hand^ will guide thy brilliant course. 
On thee, the liberties of nations rest. 
All Europe will direct her eyes on thee 1 
Oh I realize our halcyon dreams for Spain, 
Grant her a free and happy government, 
And set a bright example to the world ! 
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Cab. How can I fail ? my Posa at my side 
Shall guide each action » chasten every thought.* 

Posa. [Struggling wkh kis feeling,) 
Thee I haye chosen for this glorious end ; 
Thy friend 1 thy Queen I thy God I hath chosen thee 
But woe to thee, oh Prince ! and woe to Spain ! 
If that the world condemn our choice of thee. 

Car. Why at this hour speak 80 solemnly? 
As if we ne'er were going to meet again. • . 
Why in this moment?. . . ^ 

Posa. None so fit as this : 

No place so fitting as this prisom^ Prince. 
Where rank and royalty are laid aside. 
The voice of friendship may be freely heard. 

Gar. As freely, trust me Roderick, on a throne. 

Posa. Will Carlos e'ear continue to despise 
The homage paid to his exalted rank ? 
A fatal day will come. . . . King Philip die. . . 
And Carlos reign supreme on Spain's high throne ; 
Will Carlos^ unbewildered in his seat, 
Look down on others, and relieve their wrongs. 
And list to Reason's faithful voice as now ? 
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Mankind^ whoAe lat^reets move thee at this hour. 

Will be the first to kneel and tp adore. 

When that warm heart shall cease to be aggrieved. 

Oh ! will it not grow senseless of our woes ? 

Will not voluptnous joys corrupt thy soul. 

Whose subde sweets conspire but to destroy ? 

Carlos will sleep entranced in golden dreams. 

Inebriate in his earthly Paradise : 

Yes ! while it lasts. . . Carlos shall be a God ! 

His servllo slaves will basely minister 

To vices they wiH secretly condemn ; 

And he who dares awake him from this dream. 

Will meet; for bis reward, his bitterest hate. 

Cab. Ohl what a horrid picture hast thou drawn 
Of witless and imbecile royalty ! 
Kings would not err so oft, my Roderick, 
If subjects did not flatter every vice. 
And aid the guilt to meet their own designs. 
Thou tremblest for thy Mend !. . . fear not for him. 
While near his throne he boasts a man Kke thee ! 

{Embraces him.) 
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Enter Alba, who evidently treats Posa with insuU. 

Alba.. Prince^ you are free I the Kiog your &iher comes. 
Posa. His Majesty can pardon at his "will. 
But why has he not named his ivill to me ? 

{The Duke sneers at him.) 
Gab. Am I not here, then, by the King's command? 
Alba. Yes^ Prince^ you are. . .but thro' a strange mistake. 
Gab. Your conduct to the Marquis, Sir, methinks. . • 

{Peremptorily.) 
Alba. Is such as every honest man must shew to him. 

{With great respect.) 
{Alba goes to the door. Carlos amazed.) 
PosA. Oh ! Heaven be thanked ! my project hath not 
failed ! {JVith great joy^) 

Gab. What sudden alteration in thy looks , 
I never saw thee thus before^ my friend ; 
Thy bosom seems to heave with rapturous joy. 
Thine eyes beam lustre supernatural I 

Posa. Yesl I have reached the goal of my career, 

{fFi^h enthusiasm.) 
Thine now begins, {Sadly affectionate.) my Carlos I . . .we 
must part. . . 
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(CaHos starts, fixes his. eyes in consternation upon Posa,) 

Be firm, be resolule. . « what man should be ; 

Sink not in grief unworthy of thy soul. 

We part, my Carlos* . . fools would say for ever. • . 

Be a manl. . . I place reliance on thy constancy^ 

And do not hesitate to pass with thee 

That awful hour which is called. . . our last. 

{Carlos staggers to him, seizes his hand.) 
Gome 1 let me sit. . . this one embrace ! 

{Carlos in a state of amazement and agony.) 
Gar. Explain to me ! for mercy's sake 1 my Roderick ! 

Enter J)xix% Alba. 
^BA. The King! 

Enter King^ Queen, Domingo, Lerma, Guards^ Olitarez, 

MONUEGAR. 

King. Infant 1 I come to give thee liberty j 
(PosA. Aside ^on seeing the Queen. My God ! the Queen.) 
Thy mother will restore thee to my arms. 

The Queen quits the arms of the Ladies who support 
Aer; sht mournfully approaches Carlos, without 



I 
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daring to trust herself to regard Posa, wkoappears 
the onfypersoncalmandcapabUof self possession. 
Carlos, almost insensible of their presence, suffers 
her to lead him to the King^ before whom he dfreps 
on his knees. The King observes the Qusen ahrmst 
sinking with emotion. 
King. {Aside. I brou^t her here to mark what sym- 
pathy...) 

Receive your sword again. . . not on your kmes. 
But as a Sire would arm a son beloved. 
Who hath endured ap un^t panishment* 

{Embraces Carlos.) 

Cab. What must I understand ? 

{In amazement.) 
King. That you are free. 

And have escaped a most iniquitous plot. 
Command the guards^ my Lord, to seize that man. 

{Pointing to Posa.) 
{As the Officers advance^ Carlos picuses himself 
between them and Posa*) 
Cab. You touch, him not, by Heaven t w^mi means my 
King? 

KanQ. Prince ! rather phmge thy sword ia his^hase heart. 
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Gar. He is my friend, and shall not be aggrieved ! 

King. I can forgive thee, he deceives right well : 
But doubt ne longer his atrocious guilt. 
This letter intercepted. . . mark me. Prince, 

{King unfolding a Utter, reads aloud; wkiU Carlos 
over looks, casting frequent looks of anguish on 
Posa.) 

He to the Prince of Orange dares avow 
A long existing passion for the Queen ; 
He states that by my jealousy of you. 
He hath eluded surmise of himself ; 
And that my folly hath provided him 
With frequent means to see her Majesty, 
That she is quite unconscious of his love ; 

{Queen turns her eyes on Posa.) 

But fearing you had marked his odious views, 
He managed in your pocket-book to place 
Forged papers. . . which he gave to me himself. 
From which he drew a warrant of arrest. 
As it should seem for his security. 

{Carlos lifts up his hands in despair.) 
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Gab. And can my Sire give credence to this tale? 
My God! my God ! rash man, hast thou done this ? 

{In despair.) 

PosA. I have. . . and no man can gainsay my words : 

{Firmfy.) 

Thy friendship vainly seeks a subterfuge. 

King. Yes ! to the Inquisition's rigid power, 
I now consign thee for full punishment. 

Queen. Yet! have some mercy. . .Heaven ! 

{In the utmost agitation,) 

King. {Stemfy.) Forbear, my Queen. . . 

Can such a criminal find grace from thee? 

Car. Believe him not, my Sire !. . . he is my friend ! 
From boyhood e*en he loved me !. . .now he seeks 
By stratagem to shield me from thy rage. 

King. I fear you speak some truth. {Gloomily.) 

PosA. {In a peremptory accent.) You are deceived.^ 

Gar. He penn'd that odious letter purposely, 
That it might fall directly in your hands. 

{King regards the Queen^s agony with great malice.) 

King. Queen! fear for u;AtVA of them thus racks thy soul? 

QuBBN. Fears, Sire !. . . . for both. . . since neither merit 
death I 
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PosA. Angelic Queen ! be firm. . . much is at stake* 

Car. {Imploringly.) Can you believe him,? 

King. If I do not, Prince, 

A far more horrible belief will rise. 

PosA. My King, his friendship vainly would delude, 
A friendship capable of all extremes. 
But I am guilty ... I avow my guilt 1 
And thou ! fair virtuous daughter of Yalois, 
Deign to forgive and bless a dying man I 

{Kneels to the Queen.) 
Thou knowst my heart, my visionary hopes ! 
My fruitless projects, prematurely nipt, 

{Muting.) 

Thou'st yet to see the firmness of my soul. 

Those precious tears but aggravate my grief: • 

If this confession can preserve my friend, 

I feel contented. . .every duty done. 

Cab. Oh 1 cruel man 1 is this thy love for me ? 
Canst thou believe thy Carlos is so base ! 

King. Son ! son 1 thy cries are vain . . . the Marquis dies ! 
In either case he hath deceived his King. 

Cab. But for my sake! Oh 1 father I for my sake ! 

{Piteously.) 

K 
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Nay . . , murder not this honourable man : 

And my Elizabeth I thou silent too I 

Can thy soft voice be still in virtue's cause? 

Queen. Oh, Carlos ! oby my son! what do you ask ? 

{In ag&ny.) 

Car. Is then thy glorious virtue thus obscured? 
Is honour. , . is integrity a dream ? {Reproachfulty.) 
PosA, I know the soiil of great Elizabeth ! 

{Looking signtfioantfy at the Queen.) 
Thy tears ! thy prayers more vain do make those prayers. 
QcEEN. My isod ! , , .instruct. . • durect me. . . 

{Sinks into the ann» of her ladies. Pom seeing 
tvhat tlie Queen suffers, and that Carlos is 
going again to speak, bbckdns him aside.) 
PosA. If not for thine own precious sake, my friend. 
For hers ! the sacred object of thy love! 
The PrinpCy once guilty. • . nothing saves the Queen. 
C ab. {In a tremulous tone.) But thee I 
PosA. {Stabs himself.) No more. . . {As he turns on one 
side away from Carlos^ holds up the bloody dagger.) 
Mark, Carlos! 'lis too late I 
Your voice would ruiniier.. • not save your friend. 

{FalU.) 
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Car. Aimighly God! {Runs to Posa.) 

{Queen utters a shriek, and falls in the arms of her 
attendants.) 
King. Bear in the Queeo. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
Dov. The Heretic hath ended by a crhne. 

{Noise without. The grated doors are throtvn open.) 

Elnter the Ghahi) iNQUisiTOBr^nnf Officers of the Inquisition. 

PosA. I die. . . O King !• . . embrace thy noble son ! 

{Carlos frantically looks up ; is going to speak. 
Posa lifts himself up by an effort; extends his 
hand significantly. ) 
Carlos I. . • .Elizabeth !• • . • {His hand falls; dies, Carlos 

remains motionless.) 
Inq. King 1 in the Holy Inquisition's name. 

{Carlos looks up frantic.) 
Car. * Wouldst seize thy prey ?. . . 

He has escaped thy fangs ! {Laughs.) 'Twaawell, my friend I 
Thou hast done well I. . . I do thank Heaven for this. 

{With fervour.) 

Inq. King I he blasphemes. 
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King* The Heretic lies dead. . . 

[Points to Posa. ) 

But for my son. . . .{Gtootnify.) 
Gab. Old maii^ thou hast no son ! 

{TVith sudden agony.) 
Spain hath no Prince !.. • here is^my kingdom !. . . 

{Points to Posa.) 
Here? an^ori^ here! ' 

• {Carlos throws himself on the body and faints^) 
Inq. King ! give me ipy j^soner ! 
KiMG. {After a pause.) It is the Prince. 
Leb. and Alba. The Prince 1 

{In anuiSiement and grief.) 
{The King looks for a moment on Carlos, and says to 
the Inquisitor.) 
KiKG. I bate done my duty. ..now do yours! 

{f^olng off.) 

Curtain falls. 
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